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ENTENCES. 
MAXIM 8, 


au 


REVERIES 


| HERE are many degrees of madneſs on 
this ſide of Bedlam—Thoſe too that ſtop 
Hort of it, are by far the moſt dangerous kinds 
2] If inſanity; and it would be much happier for. 
She public, as well as for many individuals, if 
b ome N were a little madder than they appear 


7 


pve. 


1 Moſt oddities, I apprehend, have a twang of 
Fnadneſs in them; though they are often the e- 
g eſs of ſome good quality, 


In dealer, i it is perhaps proper aud neceſſary 
for young people to be puſhed on to many hard 
And diſagreeable things; eſpecially as they are ſo 
often unavoidable in life, Had it — upon 

A 2 


8 ' SENTENCES, MAXIIIS, | 

one's own choice, who wool have dared to have | 
been born ?—Good God! to be received into the 
world by a frightful old woman of either ſex— 
Hercules himſelf * have avoided it 5 1 be 
could. — 


What does a e ies void of all great offences | 
ſignify to one who torments himſelf for every little 
miſbehaviour, every inattention, of which, ab- 
ſence, hurry, or a hypochondriacal fit of diffi- | : 
dence, may have made him guilty ? ? For one tri- | 
fling negled i in point pf good. manners, may give 
more pain of, mind | to.a man of much fenkbility, 

than all. the horrible” crimes of . 2 molt rave 
life ever gave to fuch a profligate wretch as Cejar 
Borgia, whom I take to be the greateſt of all mo- 
dern viljns. For the preſent. are _l out of the | 

CS. 3 


Catiline was but half a villain—He Arikes you | 
only with horror, The compleat villain affects 
you at the ſame time with horror and contempt ; 

I wks e it is a reflection of Machiavel's | 
or ſome other political writer, that the ſtate or 
empire muſt go to Fun in a great hurry, whoſe Þ 
* are condücted by rü gd ab in low life | 4 


ee eee e e TR ane, 


* 
Fay 
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3 -AND-REVERIES. 4 
have muſt have belonged to a gang of thieves; or made 
the PU ſome figure e the banditti. 


he The rn that Maude give of fone | 
eminent perſons, are not always quite juſt. Ca- 
ligria for inſtance, has been repreſented by moſt 
of them as monſter, of cruelty. For my part, 
I cannot help conſidering him as the b, H emper 
2 rors: and have always admired the humanity of 


lifi- 3 his wiſh, that the mob of Rome had but one neck, 
tri- and himſelf a good ſharp ax to let drop upon it, 
give A tyrant, whoſe taſte in the virts led him to 
lity, bloody exerciſes, would naturally have wiſhed 
ious that every Roman had at leaſt three heads, that 
eſar be might never be diſtreſſed for want of game. 
mo- 


f | Yet, after all, I'm afraid that this good-natured 
7 fentiment of Caligula might, by ſome ſevere mo- 
raliſt, be imputed rather to indolence than to real 
1 humanity: for ſometimes, to be ſure, Decipimur 


you ſpecie recti, Ie are 2 1 25 by fol appeare 
ets | L ancer bi ren 
pt of 


: Hos Lene 1 arg eritic Which Cali- 
ban ? for they're a numerous family, bleſs their 
© ſweet bodies | and ſeveral of them crities.—Lord!. 
© I mean the great lubberly ſea-calf that was found 
t with open mouth upon the beach after 
the laſt ſpring-tide W he N critic to be 
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ſure; and ſtupid as you may think him, he may 2} 
be of excellent uſe to a reader who has his cue: 


for he muſt be read backwards ; as the very re- 


verſe of his opinions will ecueriily, I don't fay 
always, be juſt and true. Moſt of our preſent | 


critics naturally enough put me in mind of an 


ET es 


arch thing that a certain witty gentleman ſaid : 


upon a ſimilar occafion—QOprat Ephippia bos pi- 


ger The heavy ox would gladly be as fine as a | 
horſe, Juſt as if an aukward, clumſy, dancing | 


bear ſhould be ſit wal the TIO of ſhining 7 


at the Ridotto. 


ts ham are not perhaps, even in this ſenſible 4 
| age, above three or four infallible men in all Eng- 
land; and one of them is ſometimes inacceffible 
from cruel fits of the aſthma, and ſome naſty ſcor- 7 
butic complaints: I ſhould think it beſt, in all 
doubtful critical deciſive ſituations, to conſult the | 
greateſt fool of your acquaintance, And if he ad- 
viſes a voyage to the Eaſt Indies, be ſure to throw ® 
yourſelf into the firſt ſhip that is to ſail for Jamaica, : 
I am told that ſome of the ancients uſed to pax '1 
a religious veneration to a certain kind of people. 


And they muſt haye had ſome reaſon for it. 


It would be a capital joke to obſerve how clever ” 
and ſenſible a fool thinks himſelf; if it was not ſg, : A 


very common a ſight as it happens to be, 
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When there is the leaſt time for deliberation, 
one ſhould never do any thing in a hurry.—A 
friend of mine, who does not want for a reaſonable 
ſhare of pride, told me ſome days ago, that he 
ſhould never forgive himſelf for having once, in 


1 afit of abſence and fluttering ſpirits, too readily ex- 
7 ecuted what was propoſed, by a very impertinent 


meſſage which came to him from a pair of people, 


whom he hardly knew further than by name, 


Tho? at the ſame time it happened to be the very 


; thing that he intended to do; for the ſake of avoid- 


ing ſuch unreaſonable and illiberal reflections as in 


ſome ſituations are naturally to be apprehended 
from malice or ignorance. 


What I've mean by ſaying FI ſame day, ſaid 


f day? can't you ſay the ſame day, you barbarian ?— 
L have often heard you ſay—/ay, where you ought 


to ſay /ye.—Bleſs your body! Why do you put al- 


ways, inſtead of always put, the adverb after the 


verb ?—lIt has a vile effect: but you may ſuffici- 


3 ently flatten your language without it; for it is 
languid and drawling enough at the beſt. You 
have got a deſpicable habit too, of ſaying neither 
this or that. 
cal rules of grammar, you would ſay neither this 
nor that, nor any thing.—I ſuppoſe you'll ſet about 
2 coining new words by and by. But depend upon 


If you underſtood even the mechani- 
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it you'll never make one that will find itſelf admiſ: 1 
dle to the Engliſh language, It will 72/pue every A 
word that is iſſued from your mint,—For my part, $ 
as it feems hitherto undetermined whether one 
ſhould fay never or ever; as in the following in- 
ſtance: If; a patriot wal ever 2 active in attempt- 
ing the ruin of his country—till this ſubtle point 
is decided, 1 fall ſometimes ſay ever, ſometimes 
never, juft as it happens to ſuit my ear. | 


Play Wa don't you roll about in your carriage 
again, as you did when you were many years 
younger, and could not ſo eaſily afford it asnow?— 
Why, fir, I am, thank Heaven, very able to walk: | 
and without a great deal of exerciſe, I can neither 
eat nor ſteep, Beſides, fir, I always hated that 
jolting over the ſtones; and every good day, when 
I envied all foot paſſengers, I uſed to grudge my- | 
ſelf the expence that either my own or other peo- 
ples vanity coft me in that article. Now, when- |} 
ever it rains or the ſtreets are dirty, I can com- | 
mand a coach or a chair for a mere trifte, But at 
this rate who will employ you ?—None I hope 
but a few friends, to whom I moſt deyoutly wiſh 

_ Perpetual health; and as ſoon as this life is 
grown infipid to thern, an eaſy and quick paſſage 
do a better; that my tranquillity may never be in- 

e by their 3 you are welcome 
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o laugh at me as long as you pleaſe; but my pre- | 


Kent ſcheme is to paſs the time as agreeably as I 


an, and to have no more to do with buſineſs than 


a s conſiſtent with that ſcheme, Well thou'rt a 


range fellow—a moſt unhappy mixture of am- 


; bition, indolence, love of pleaſure, and a kind of 
Nelicacy very ill calculated to ſucceed in the feram- 
ple of life. No, I beg your pardon, I am pretty 


ell cured of my ambition.— For when I ſee what 
ort of geniuſes very commonly make no ſmall noiſe 


and buſtle—But I would not be thought to envy 


vhere I have always deſpiſed. Von equidem invi- 


Veo, miror magis—Tho' after all, there is but lit- 


e room here for wonder, conſidering what kind 


4 f people conſtitute the great majority of all ranks 


a certain overgrown town: and how even many 


4 f them that in other common affairs are not fools, 
P avoid the trouble of judging for themſelves, of- 


en follow the reſt in matters of the utmoſt conſe- 


Nuence to their own precious lives. 


Impudence, the thriving ſon of Stupidity, will 
Wake very ſmall talents do great things, 


That glaring dim-eyed pug is in ſuch vogue, 
hat tho' I know him to be in point of underftand- 
g amongſt the moſt vulgar of the human race; 
am almoſt tempted to impoſe ſo * upon 

Vor. II. B 
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my own judgment as to W there is ſomething | I 


in him. 


Pray who is that facetious gentleman ?— He 
can't ſo much as aſk how you do without laugh: | 
ing — He muſt lead a merry life — d'ye know | 


him? Upon my word not I. But I have obſer- 

ved that the dulleſt people generally laugh the 

moſt: from a conſciouſneſs, perhaps, of their own 

inſipidity, which they endeavour | to diene ad 
the exerciſe of laughing, 


For heavens ſake, my dear friend, don't make 
a trade of laughing. If your aim is to be witty 
every hour of the day, you'll turn out a teizing 
diſagreeable companion, When the weather or 
the company is againſt you keep yourſelf quiet; 
and never be aſhamed to be dull amongſt block- 
heads, let them be never ſo noiſy, In converſa- 
tion, wit ſhould be accidental; otherwiſe you 
mult naturally deſpiſe its vanity and affectation 
Meantime after mangling a joke that has thrown 
ten or a dozen ſenſible people into a hearty fit of 
laughing, don't be ſo cruel as to doubt whether it 
really was a joke or not; and to conclude, becauſe 
you cannot recolle& all the circumſtances, that 
the mirth it produced muſt have been owing to the 
manner of ſaying it. Beſides, that ſometimes a 
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thing very good joke can hardly be repeated without 
FT loſing its ſpirit; the beſt jokes, tho' they are felt 
immediately by people of proper ſenſations, are 

— He not always eaſily explained as to the mode of Titil- 
ugh- lation, with which they affect the ri/ible Faculty ; 
now except perhaps by ſome phlegmatic metaphyſical 
bſer- F connoiſſeur in wit, who never once felt a good 
1 the joke in his life. Pray, what is it that pleaſes you 
own in the ſmell of a Jonquil, a Roſe, or a Gilly- 
e by flower ?—If you re reſolved not to enjoy their fra- 

grance till it is explained, you may as well ſhut 
"= your noſe for ever. 


_ 5 

vitty I have ſeen a moſt unnatural extravagant piece 
zing of abſurdity received with great applauſe ; while 
r or flaſhes of true wit have paſt without the leaſt notice. 
nh It is ſo eaſy to. tickle fools with blaſphemy, pe- 
ſa. tulance, and any kind of indecent ribaldry, that 
= theſe are the common reſources of every crazy im- 
1 & pudent fellow who would paſs for a wit. 

2 Tou never meet with any impertinence in the 
4 8 company of well bred people - while you are de- 
ea cent and inoffenſive yourſelf, you have no diſagree- 


able behaviour in any ſhape to apprehend from 
hat them. And the more wit any man has, you will, 
the almoſt without Erin; find him the leſs apt to 


5 be petulant. : b 
2.2 
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There is nothing ſo provoking as the imperti- 
nent compliments of a fool who withes you well; 
who ſhocks you while he thinks he is doing you L 
a * I 


It happened, as I have been informed, that i 45 


ſeveral years ago a gentleman, whoſe name Ican- 


not at preſent recollect, obſerved to Mr. T. that 
Mr. B. though he paſt for a man of genius, was 


rather a hum-drum companion, and ſeldom ſaid 


any thing very remarkable. To which Mr, M, 
told me that Mr. T. replied, — Aye, but he 
never fails to improve what you ſay—This ſeemed ' 
to be performing the part of rather a cold back ! 
friend. For I have known Mr. T. ſhine whole 
evenings together upon hints in a manner whiſp- 
ered to him by the foreſaid Mr, B—; while he 
happened to be either too modeſt or too indolent 
to purfue them himſelf, —But a man of tiekliſh 

ſenſations may find it impoſſible to be happy and 
in good humour in the company of certain parti- 
cular people, whom at the ſame time he may 
perhaps regard for ſome good qualities, 1 


1 forget who told me that Mr. T. ſhould once 
upon a time have aſked how a certain gentleman, 
whoſe name has ſlipt through my memory, could 
poſſibly be a poet; as he had never once ſeen a 


Eil. 
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; 4 | hill,-Now I apprehend that Mr. T. muſt have 


been miſinformed here; for I remember to have 


met the very gentleman in queſtion one Sunday 


evening, I think it might have been towards June 
or July, upon the utmoſt ſummit of Conſtitution 


One evening after the reſt of the company were 
gone, that moſt delightful companion Mr. Q. 


id B who ſhould have died hereafter, told an acquaint- 


ance of mine, that in caſe he out-lived him he 
would do a friendly office to his memory; and 
aſked him where he would chuſe to have his buſt 
ſet up. Any where, replied the other, after 
thanking Mr, Q. for the great honour he intend 
ed him, but in 0 Abbey, 


| To come to an end with anecdotcs of this kind; 
one, who had publiſhed ſome things with tolerable 


| ſucceſs, told me, that his having paſt for a poet, 


had done him more miſchief, than any ſenſible 
perſon could eaſily conceive; but at the ame time 


he could not help owning, that it had oftener 
than once procured him the honour of a bow in 
paſſing along the Strand or Fleetſtreet, from a 


gentleman with whom he never had any further 


* acquaintance. I have, oftener than once, heard 
the ſame perſon mention one circumſtance with 
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particular regret; that he had never been able to 
diſcover or gueſs amongſt all his acquaintances, ! 
to whom he was obliged for an elegant preſent, 
left at his lodgings ſome years ago by a gentleman 
who did not leave his name; and to whom, of 
courſe, he could not expreſs his due acknowlege- 
ments for a favour which he highly values. 


Sir, ſays one, this piece, even if all the parts. 
could be well performed, would hardly ſucceed 
_here—It. might perhaps at Paris; where every 
one that goes to the play, is as ſeriouſly attentive 
as the moſt devout people here are to a Sermon. 
But in ſome places natural and unexaggerated 
repreſentations of life are not felt; the audience 
muſt be kept awake with ſhew, noiſe and buſtle, 
Here the genteeler part of the company are in- 
deed merely ſpectators; they go to ſee, and diſ- 
play themſelves to one another. And what other 
reaſonable motive can they have ?— conſidering 
what kind of entertainment : the _ for the moſt 
* exhibits at preſent? 


I tell you, ſir, ſays at upon a different oc- 
caſion, this is ſtupid, indecent, villainous traſh 
— But have you read it? — Les, above a dozen 
Imes—That's hardly enough; read the whole and 
then judge. God forbid !— muſt I eat a whole 
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3 ſaddle of mutton before I have a right to ſay it is 
vile rotten ſtuff ?— 


That a writer with very middling and even con- 
temptible parts, may do a great deal more miſchief 
than thoſe of the firſt abilities can do good, is 


I too evident. How much more ſucceſsful have a 


Z parcel of indecent, profligate, lying, inflamma- 
Z tory ſcribblers been of late years, in ſtupifying, 
and brutaliſing a whole nation; than thoſe elegant, 
genteel moral writers, who ſhone about the begin- 
ning of this century, were in refining and poliſh- 
ing it !—But it is much eaſier to ſet fire to a palace 
or a temple, than to white waſh a cottage. 


Some of thoſe black-guard geniuſes are Poets 
too, God wot !— With crazy, ſtupid heads and 
bad hearts; without one ſpark of imagination 
without either ſenſe, verſification or language; 
they are Poets: and the fitteſt indeed to gain the 
_ applauſe of the vulgar, great and ſmall, high and 
low, For they ſcribble juſt ſuch traſh as any of 
the rabble would that could ſcribble at all. Their 
works are truely adapted to the meaneſt capacities. 
Their poetry is the dulleſt proſe ſpurr'd up into an 
aukward hobbling Aſs-trot. Quite oppoſite to 
Orpheus, and thoſe real poets whoſe moral Har- 
mony firſt humanized the woodland ſavages, and 


20 SENTENCES, MAXIMS, etc, ! 
tamed them into ſocial life; theſe nightingales of 

| Newgate, theſe black ſwans of Fleet-ditch, theſe 
Infernal Screech-owls, ſing nothing but ſongs of 
diſcord and ſedition, and treaſon. But not all the 
rage and fury of the moſt rancourous hearts, can 
rouſe the poetical impotence of thoſe Bards, to 
any thing above the inſipidity of flat unmannerly 
abuſe; which they and their admirers call fatire, 
However, they cannot laſt Jong. One may venture 

to prophecy a ſhort life, and an infamous memory 
to the ſtupid ditties of all ſuch Poets; and it is an 

| indiſputable truth that no Muſe ever yet dwelt in 
the breaſt of a ſcoundrel, 


Several of thoſe detached Sentences and Reve- 
ries, were ſet down as materials for a poetical ſatire; 
but as the general run of readers here don't under- 
ſtand verſe, except it is ſo ſtupid as none but a 
muſe· bit blockhead can poſſibly write, it is ſaving 
ſome needleſs pains to ſend them out in their pre- 
| ſent ſhape, So let them go: and if our noble 
maſters the Mobility don't reliſh them, fo much 
the better. They are the more likely to procure 
the approbation of thoſe few judges to whoſe praiſe | 
alone one would chuſe to aſpire. 1 


A 
P . * N 


OF A 


DbEDICAT TON 


The wing Mr. Cibber addreſſed the Apology for 
his Life 20 a certain Gentleman ; whereas I 
LAxckTOTr TEMPLE preſume to 4 my 


SKETCHES, 


To an uncertain Gentleman. 


SIR, 


1 Humbly beg 3 to lay the following ſheets 
at your noble and magnificent feet. In an age 
where ſcarce any thing but falſe genius, and the 
moſt impudent quackery in every ſhape, meet 
with encouragement, I appeal to hu, whom I 
have always deemed * the conſummate Judge of lite» 


* This compliment was made, ſeveral years ago, by 2 
writer of uncommec 1 genius and abilities, in a Dedication 
to a certain diſtinguiſhed perfonage; though ſome ſay it oy". - 
never yet appeared upon what foundation. 
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200 A PLAN OF 
rary merit: and I fly in a fluttering hurry to your 
protection. It would offend your modeſty, Sir, 
ſhould I give way to the enthuſiaſm with which | 
I have conſtantly admired your amiable behaviour i 
in private life; in the various characters of ſon, i 
father, brother, huſband, uncle, couſin, lover, 
friend, debtor, creditor, maſter, etc. etc, toge- 
ther with your“ ſuperlative powers of charming in 
converſation, —But, good God! with what ſuperior 
brilliancy you ſhine the + Cynoſure of ſtate, to 
guide its weather-beaten hulk to the port of ſafety 
and tranquillity To your wiſe, able, frugal, 
and moſt ſtrictly economical conduct, throughout ſa) 
the operations of a needleſs and pernicious war, m 
which to be ſure you found unavoidable, it is MF fo 
chiefly owing that your country makes at preſent | 

ſuch a figure as aſtoniſhes all its neighbours. The 
raging flames of Veſuvius, are a paultry, black- 1 
guard, patriotic illumination compared to its e 
luſtre, — You ſhine, Sir, equally 'in peace. To 
your noble perſeverance and obſtinacy in the cauſe 
of liberty and religion, this iſland owes the firm, 
| Ready, manly, adminiſtration of its government, 


* This is one of many news-paper compliments which I 
am credibly informed ſome Patriots from day to day have lily 
made to themſelves, with great ſucceſs, amongſt a parcel 
of blind, ignorant, credulous people, who never will learn 
to ſmell a rat, but where there is none. | b 
F The ſtar called the Dog's Tail. 


þ DEDICATION. 23 


Dot leſs wiſe than virtuous; ; and the capital of your 
Fountry ought particularly to thank you for the 
| "reſent ſtate of its incomparable police. The nice 
HAiſcernment too, and the diſtinguiſhing taſte you 
have ſhewn in patronizing Genius in all its variety 
of ſhapes, is none of your ſmalleſt excellencies.— 
But I beg pardon, Sir: for I am ſure you would 
never forgive me if I ſhould attempt to violate your 
delicacy with any thing ſo fulſome as bare - faced 
praiſe, —Your virtues, Sir, and your fine quali- 
ties, are innumerable and beyond all exprefſion, 
I could go further; bat it would be inviduous to 
ſay, that in an age moſt contemptibly weak, and 
moſt ſhockingly wicked, you ſtand almoſt alone to 
ſupport the dignity of human nature. | 


But as 1 know, Sir, you deſpiſe every thing that 
looks like flattery; and are too delicate to bear 
even the juſteſt praiſe with any degree of patience : 
to convince you, Sir, that after all this appear- 
ance of compliment I am no flatterer; and to 
+ ſhew you the fincerity of my friendſhip (begging 
pardon, my molt noble and ſublime Patron, for 
the familiarity of the word)—As a ſudden ſquall 
of praiſe may eaſily overſet a veſſel that perhaps 

carries more ſail than ballaſt; and, to ſhift from 
one metaphor to another, as I ſhould be ſorry to 

give you ſuch an over-doſe of a ſweet Pen as 
c $-: 


might drive you out of your ſenſes, and make you 
expoſe yourſelf ſtark naked through the whole ci 
town, as mad as any kmg who holds his reſidence | 
At either of the palaces in Moorfields; I muſt be 
fo plain as to tell you, Sir, that I do ot as an | 
author ſolicit your protection. Bleſs your dear 
Meet protection —If you have any ſecret to pro- 
tect ſtupid writing from the contempt of good 
Judges, keep up your protection for ſome other oc- 
caſion. It is not impoſſible that you may, one 
time or another, be ſmit with the vanity of turn- 
ing author yourſelf, It might happen next moon ; 
oth it was not oe Arthur's or " New-marker. 


But ſhall I at laſt fairly and honeſtly * 
you with a peep of the cloven foot from under the 
long black gown of diſſimulation and hypocriſy | 
— You ſhall have it at once, without the leaſt 
ceremony—Bleſs me, did you think me in earneſt 
all this time Are you ſo ſlow of apprehenſion, 
my noble Patron, as not to perceive that the high 
praiſes with which I have at laſt in a whimſical | 
fit taken it into my head to tickle your ear, are 
| nothing but mere raſcally compliments, without 
the leaſt particle of ſincerity ? — Is your vanity ſo 
irrecoverably blind, as to make it neceſſary to tell 


you, that all this is nothing but an exerciſe in the 


thriving art of adulauon ; * _ practiſed 
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upon one who has ſo long fed me with the deli- 


; cious repaſt of flattery.— For which I have been 
near the eighth part of a century over head and 


ears in your debt; and now endeavour to pay 
you my arrears at once in your own counters— 
Mean time I have the Honour to be with the moſt 
profound reſpect and eſteem, and — moſt inviol- 


able attachment, 
sir, 
Your moſt faithful 
and ſuperlative devoted 
humble ſervant, 


Laxctor Timers, 


Advertiſement from the Publiſher. 


As two of the Author's moſt intimate 

friends, Noureddin Ali Eſq. and 
Lancelot Temple Efq. have expreſt ſome 
inclination to have their works tranſmit- 
ted to poſterity along with his: he agrees 

to their requeſt; in hopes that he may 
never have much cauſe to be alhamed 
of their * 


—— 
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DMICRON * LICK-DEVIL, eſq. 
PRINTER IN LONDON. 


T SIR, 

A I live at ſuch a diſtance from the preſs, I 
; muſt take the liberty to offer you a few 
directions, with regard to the manner of printing 
1 the work which will be put into your hands, by 
my worthy friend Dribble-verſe Pufftraſh, eſq. 
the bookſeller. In the firſt place, I deſire the 
type may not be inviſibly ſmall, nor even ſuch a 
one, as is only to be peruſed by the microſcope, 
It is true your ſmall character looks neat and 
pretty; but then its troubleſome to thoſe, who 
do not conſider books as mere furniture, but are 
of opinion that one uſe of them is to be read. 


' 


* Tt may not be improper to obſerve, for the informa- 
tion of thoſe who have never yet committed any of their 
thoughts to the preſs, that the Printers * are 
9 with the name of Devils. 
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By Gad, Sir, this minute way of printing is e- 


nough to reduce the cleareſt and moſt tranſparent 


writers to a level with thoſe that are the moſt | 


dark, muddy, profound, myſterious and obſcure : 
and if Brindley, and a parcel of them, carry their 
improvements in micography a very little further ; 
that molt perſpicuous poet the divine Virgil, even 
diveſted of his thick cloud of commentators, will, 
in a little time, become as unintelligible as the 


moſt puzzled proſe or rhime metaphyſician, that 


that ever labour'd of abortive meanings, or ſat 
upon the wind eggs of philoſophy. This is all 


for the ſake of mere neatneſs.—Good God! into | 


what will this little age dwindle! Your little, 


ſpruce, neat, briſk, pert prigs are almoſt the on- | 
ly men in vogue; and the petit gout remarkably | 


predominates in all our works, and every thing 


we ſay, think, or do; ſo much, that ſhould St, 


Paul's tumble, I believe it would riſe again a pretty 
| neat thing enough, but not much above the 
fize of a ſentry-box—if it were not for ſome par. 
ticular reaſons, which a perſon of your ſagacity 
cannot fail to perceive at the firſt glance. But 
perhaps, we are in the right; for when we affe& 
greatneſs we are clumſy and little ſtill, Witneſs 
a great, little, heavy pile of very good ſtone, 


that has the impudence to ſtare and look big, like 


a great, unmeaning booby-headed lout, in the 
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neighbourhood of Walbroke church ; which mo- 
deſt elegant piece of architecture is molt effectually 

ſhouldered out of ſight, by the aukward envy of 
chat lubbardly giant.—But I forget, Sir, that 
you are @ man of buſineſs; and as I hate to be 
tedious, I deſire in the next place, that this work 
of mine may come abroad without any foppiſh or 
pedantic ornaments of head and tail-pieces z even 
though Gribelin himſelf were alive, and piddled 


ſtill. I have ſeen enough of thoſe decorations of 
late years to make me heartily ſick of them: yet if 


you think it quite neceſſary for the engagement of 
readers of refinement and taſte, to adorn this piece 
with ſomething that ſhews a reliſh of che fine arts; 
I would have you inſert a well deſigned cut of the 
man you muſt probably have ſeen in ſame of your 
Britiſh Almanacs, ſtuck through the ſhoulders, 
hips and thighs; you underſtand me. And pray 


let it be dane by ſome one, who is a perfect maſter 


in drawing ; for things: of this nature, if not ex- 


. quiſitely gaod, are diſguſting and offenſive to a 


delicate eye. I had ſomething elfe to ſay Oh 


it was about the choice of Mottos. In this arti- 


cle at leaſt, I have it ſtill in my power to out - do 
(without vanity be it ſaid) even the moſt learned 
of my cotemporaries. And by Gad I will, There 
is nothing like good, apt and pertinent mottos in 
Various languages to ſhew an author's reading; 


ñ—ä4—Ü— 
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and ſometimes let me tell you the motto is the on. ; 
ly well ſaid thing in a whole book. But to let 


you into a piece of ſecret hiſtory, you muſt know, 
Sir, that I am no great linguiſt myſelf; for as to 


the ancient languages, I cannot honeſtly pretend 


to be perfect in any of them, except the Latin, 


| Greek, Hebrew, Syriac, Chaldaic, Troglodite, 


and Carthaginian ; in which laſt, particularly, I 


may ſay without vaunting, I am as well verſed, 
thank heaven! as moſt men of my inches in Eu 
rope; be the other who he will. In the modern, 
or if you will, the living languages, (for ſome of 
theſe may, perhaps, be reckoned among the num- 


ber of the ancient) I find myſelf equally imperfect. 


For though I ſpeak, as familiarly as my own mo- 


ther tongue, the French, Engliſh, Chineſe, Ita- 
lian, German, Allemagne, High-Dutch, Portu- 


gueſe, Spaniſh, Iriſh, the Ruſs like any bear, 
Perſian or Perſic, which you will, the Laplandic, 
Turcheſtan, moſt of the African languages; and 
have alittle ſmattering of Low-Dutch, juſt enough 
to make myſelf underſtood by a Porpus: yet Imuſt 
own myſelf moſt deplorably ignorant, as to many 


of the American languages; particularly thoſe 


that are ſpoke in ſome of the more inland parts 
of that vaſt continent, and towards the ſources of 
the river of the Amazons, and the Oroonoko ; and 
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eſpecially that beautiful, pybald, black and white 
Lingo, pallaber'd in its greateſt purity by the 
Creolians of Jamaica, Being thus deficient in 
languages, I have wrote to my good friend Mr. 
All-Tongue Taſteleſs, principal of Waxen-Noſe 
College, in the Univerſity of Coxcomb-Den ; who 
will, for the ſake of our old friendſhip, ſupply you 
with plentiful forage of mottos in all languages 
dead and alive. But I abhor prolixity ; and there- 
fore without more words at preſent aſſure your- 
Felf, that IJ am at all hours, days, minutes, and 
ſeconds (till ſuch time as you give me ſome cauſe, 
either real or imaginery, to become your bitter 
enemy) 


| Sir, your moſt unalterable friend, 


and balls ſervant, 
Datchet-Brid " LT | 
Nov. 1748. | Novxevpin Ari, 


3 8. If you think your Almanack too ſmall 
for a ſix- penny cut, I imagine there can be no 
harm in printing this Letter; and be pleaſed to 
inſert it between the title page and the preface, 
rather than in the body of the work ; but this I 
ſubmit to your judgment; for it is a maxim with me 


never to dictate to a man in his own buſineſs, If 


FCC 
you apprehend; that your collectors of bobks may 
ſtill think it a bad pennyworth, I can ſend you 
ſeveral recommendatory poems, writtea by my 
—— I meant by ſome worthy friends of mine, who 
are pleaſed to think better of me than I deſerve ; 
but it looks ſo like vanity, I would rather hot 
Publiſh them. It is true, they are extremely 
pretty, and might of themſelves make the book 
run like wildfire, if there was nothing elſe in it: 
but I proteſt, I would almoſt rather be excuſed 
from publiſhing them; for, to my great misfor- 
tune, I have not the leaſt ſpark of vanity in me. 
Adien i 5 Fe. 
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A S this work is calculated for promoting the 

knowlege and pleaſure of the whole human 
pecies, it is humbly preſumed, that no critic how 
urly, ſqueamiſh, or ſevere ſoever, will grudge it 
the title of the Univexsat Almanac. Such 
partial performances, as the Female Spectator; 
Fables for the Female Sex; Letters to the Ladies, 
etc, etc. however inſtructive, or entertaining they 
may be to one ſex, are it ſeems quite a dead Letter 
ta the other; and, I ſuppoſe, as inacceſſible to the 
male part of our ſpecies, as were the myſteries of 
the Bona Dea of old. On the other hand, to pre- 
ſerve the balance, I ſuppoſe, of erudition between 
the two ſexes, there are productions, as expreſly 
devated to the ſervice of ours ; witneſs that delect- 
able Hodge Podge of wit and humbur called the 
Gentleman's Magazine, 


Vor. II. IM 1 


38 PREFACE. 
On this occaſion I cannot help ſaying that Sylva - 


nus, who is generally polite, and communicative of | 
his fund of Knowlege and Pleaſure, in this reſpect 
' ſhews more of the Ruſtic than the man of Urbanity ; | 
and behaves too little like a Gentleman, while he 
utterly neglects the Ladies in his addreſs, T have 
_ often lamented this unwarrantable partiality, in 
theſe and others of our modern writers; and for 
my own part would moſt chearfully beſtow my little 
mite, for the inſtruction and amuſement, the know- 
lege and pleaſure, not only of all mankind, but of 
the whole animal ereation ; and would it were a 
million for their ſakes To this end, while thou- 
ſands of you have been faſt aſleep in your peds ; hun- 
dreds moſt horribly drunk; have I paſt many a 
_ wwakeſul night in moulding this little piece, and po- 
liſhing it into its preſent perfection. May all who 
have eyes or ears read it, or hear it read with pro- 


fit and delight! Amen. 
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Of the DOMINICAL LETTER, the 
GOLDEN NUMBER, and EPACT, 
FOR THE YEAR 1749. 


AS you'll have enough of theſe in the vulgar 
herd of Almanac-writers, I refer you to thoſe 


blunderbuſſes. I am engaged in deeper _—— 
of and have other fiſh to 1 85 
2 
1 : „„ 
— F the EcLIPSsEs this Year. 


ONE would think that in theſe days the pla- 
nets were in partnerſhip with the tallow-chandlers 
and oil-mongers; for this year we have no leſs 
than three hundred ſixty five total Eclipſes of the 
ſun. And as all above ſixteen died of the fatal 
Eclipſe laſt year, ſo all under that critical age, 
will die of one this, —Alas! my good friends, it 
is lamentable to think what numbers of beautiful 
damſels muſt be cut off in the firſt bloom of their 
charms, and as ſoon almoſt as they begin to be of 
ſome uſe in the world. Come, I do but joke; 
for bleſſed be goodneſs ! none of the Eclipſes this 
yur will be mortal, 

2 2 
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Don't be caſt down, my dear boys and girls, 
old and young: theſe formidable appearances are 
nothing elſe but the ſun and moon playing toge- 
ther at loggerheads. For though they have both 
room enough G— knows to range in, they will 
every now and then be making faces at one ano- 
ther, and come to blows, juſt as our earthly powers 
do. But do not you officiouſſy interpoſe in the 
quarrels of your ſuperiors; fight dog, fight bear 
for me, I'll inſure both their buffs for five hundred 
pounds; though my whole ſtock at preſent does 
not amount to above two and ſeven pence half- 
penny. 1 5 


And you my honeſt friends, who ſupply Covent- 
Garden, and other markets in town; pray let us 
have a little of your country chear to comfort us 
under thoſe threatening aſpects of the planets. 
ITI anſwer for it you ſhall not go home in the 
dark, for all the * Eclipſe; eſpecially if you don't 
Ray in town till you have drank yourſelves blind, 
V pon accafion of a ſolar eeli ſe, which bappened twa 
or three years before the date of Sis Almanac, the countr) 

people round London were ſo apprehenſive of a very dar 
day, as black as any winter night, that the town muſt have 
faſted for one day, if it had entirely depended upon them 
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E 
h OBSERVATIONS, PROGNOSTICATI- 
= ons, and Dix BT IoxS for 
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THE poor people in Greenland, will have a 
bitter cold winter this year; whereas the Creoli- 
ans in Jamaica will hardly have ice enough to cool 
their madeira. As for us, we ſhall have a warm 
2 January and ſomewhat moiſt; if I he never truſt | 
me more, 


- 1f the wind does not blow from the ſouth this 
month, we ſhall have it from the eaſt or the north, 
except it come from the weſt, For my own part, 
I have never yet known a ſouth. wind blow from 
the north-eaſt; though I have oftener than once 
felt an eaſterly blaſt from the ſouth-weſt. 


”” This year, people will not laugh very heartily 
at any joke that touches themſelves to the quick; 
and your bad critics will diſcover much more me- 
rit, in the clumſy performances of their friends, 
than in productions of the trueſt ſpirit, where 


* 
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they are unacquainted with the author; but eſpe- 
— 7 if they have any perſonal * to him. 


Great 0400 of your good for nothing fel- 
lows will die in London, before this year comes 
to an end. The mortality will rage no where 
more violently than in the inns of court; but it 
will not extend to the men of true taſte: for it 
does not appear, that in all thoſe reſorts of the 
learned, briſk, and lively, ſo much as one who 
deſerves to be ranked in that claſs, ſhall periſh 
during the entire courſe of this preſent. year. 


FEBRUARY. 


NOW begin to ſow your ſummer grain, "*Y 
as rye, oats, barley, rice, potatoes, pine apples; 
but preſerve them in the beſt manner you can E 
from froſt that may happen; pomegranates, parſ- 
nips, and moſt of the other ſorts of ſallad herbs E 
ſuch as pompions, gourds, pickled walnuts, beet- 
root, candied citron, nutmegs, Durham flour of + 
- muſtard-ſeed, ſarſaparilla, rattle-ſnake root, ein- 
- namon, onions, orange-chips, candied eringo | 
roots, and the like, Set eels up to the ears in 
the mud, as alſo anchovies, and pickled ſturgeon ; | 
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and ſow your mountain cod within the ſea mark; 
for this reaſon, becauſe it never thrives ſo 3 f 
as in er. 


But of all things, be ſure to take care of your 
hops and barley, till ſuch time as the Engliſh 
vineyards are in a greater forwardneſs; that we 
may not fall down between two ſtools, as che ſay- 
ing is. 


This year you may expect to ſee ſeveral changes 
at court; and the new m——y will be juſt as wiſe 
as the old; —ay, and as public- ſpirited too, let 
me tell you. For my own part, I believe I ſhall 
remain a patriot ſtill; becauſe in all my contem- 
plations of the ſtars, I do not as yet ſee either 
place or penſion allotted to honeſt Noureddin. 
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YO Ip | 


THE wind will blow from the eaſt all this 
month, and the next too—aye, and the next to 


that, let me tell you for your comfort, ye ſple- 
netic curs.— I'll be d—n'd if that fellow with the 
ſolemn wig is not a great fool, for all he looks 


ſo wiſe, He is big enough for a ſwan, but is on- 


ly ſo much the more a gooſe, Do you call this a 
_ tragedy and be whip'd ? — I will not flay you 
alive, you naſty ſatyr, but I'll have you hung up 


by thoſe long ears, for daring to be ſo ſaucy as 
to call yourſelf a poet. None of your national 
reflections, you ſuterkin! they are ſeldom uſed by 
_ thoſe who do any credit to their own country.— 


Sir, your moſt obedient humble ſervant. C aloud ” 8 
—G—4 d—n you for a puppy! {afide ) — Muſt 


I never ſtir out in a morning, without having my 


ſtomach turned with that d—n'd, inſipid, inſin- 


cere ſmile of thine 2 
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what ſcarce ; but inſtead of them you may eat any 
wholeſome food the ſeaſon affords, provided it be 
good of its kind. Radiſhes and young onions are 


reliſhing ſallads, with thoſe who delight in them: 
nevertheleſs, eat them with a little ſalt if you 


pleaſe; otherwiſe you may do as you will for any 
thing I care. Abſtain from, hemlock, henbane, 
deadly mandrake, arſenic,” ſublimate, etc. For 
moſt phyſicians agree, that all theſe plants are 
more or leſs unwholſome; eſpecially if ** are eat 
in _ . . 


I give you fair warning that the weather will 
be variable moſt part of this month: therefore 
prepare yourſelves for it as you think proper; ow F 
9 L can't help it. 


Will nobody be ſo kind, as to take ahi bee | 


prig out of my ſight? It is an abominable little 
fellow! Yet there is ſuch'a harmony amongſt fools, 
that he will undoubtedly make his way in this 


bleſſed age, by thoſe very qualities for whieh he 
-F 


Vol. II. 


MARCH "FOR now begin to grow ſome- 
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is deſpiſed by the few who have better noſes, and 
can make ſhift to imell a polecat, 


R TT 


17 H OUGH the more prudent kind of peo- 
ple, who are tolerably vers'd in your good, 
| wholeſome, ſuperſtitious ſaws, will now be ſome- 
what ſcrupulous to be tied together, for better for 
worſe; yet I perceive by the pricking of my 
thumbs, that divers roms. will be knighted this 
month, and riſe up women. 


Do, let! us all three go to Vaux-Hall gather 
this evening, to hear that . fellow — what 5 
his name? —ſing | 
| The blind eat many a OY 
: —Thank you ! but I had rather eat a bit of 
their cold chicken, or turn over a leaf of ox-but- 
tock, with a truſs of parſley—With all my heart; 
for I made but an indifferent dinner to day, You 
muſt know I kept myſelf for the breaſt of a veal, 
and when it came I could neither ſee, nor touch 
it for butter-ſauce—d—n your butter- ſauce! 


Nothing but butter ! merciful heaven ! * 
'* See Mr. What d'ye call him's Shakeſpear. 


and 
the North-road for London—Ah ! Gad preſerve 
my eye-ſight !—I beg your pardon.—It is only 
Dr. Taylor, and his man, 5 


UNIVERSAL ALMANAC. 47 
Fee, fa, fum! I ſee two profound critics, on 


o 


WARM weather, and either moiſt or dry, 


from the firſt to the eleventh; from thence to the 


nineteenth inclined to be ſultry, eſpecially if there 
be little wind, and that ſoutherly. From the 
twentieth to the twenty-firſt incluſive, you may 
happen to hear ſome thunder, which will be at- 
tended with lightening more or leſs, and probably 
ſome rain; but not ſo much ſnow, From the 
twenty-ſecond to the end, pleaſant, warm wea- 
ther, with ſome gentle ſhowers, if it pleaſe 
heaven, 


* While the ſun is a broiling the crab, * neither 
bleed nor purge I tell you, for certain reaſons, 
except it be proper; in that caſe you may venture, 


Ox: cheek is ſomewhat cloying and mawkiſh in this 


For the fake of ſuch readers as have hardly aſtronomi- 
cal knowlege enough to underſtand a common Almanac, 
it may not be amiſs here to obſerve, that in this month the 
ſun is in the ſign Cancer, 7 the Crab. | 

| 2 
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hot weather; and I have hardly ever known a- 
| boye three or four pounds of it fit light upon a! N = 
tender ſtomach, at this time of the year. Where 


it lies heavy, the readieſt cure I know of is a gen- 
tle puke, 


„ 


IN this month, if thou walkeſt ever ſo flow 
and ſtately along the ſmooth pavement, beware 
of peas- cods and bean ſhells. Thoſe d—n'd flip- 
pery things have been the downfal of many a pret- 

ty fellow; to the great diverſion of your idle ſhoe-. 
cleaners, barbers boys, humorous coblers, buck- 
ſkin-breeches makers, and all the envious vermin 
who delight in ſeeing their betters humbled. 


Sather your fruit yourſelf, my dear; and 1 
|  beſeech you eat it as faſt as you can, freſh from 
the tree, or buſh. I except medlars, which are 
never to be touch'd till they are rotten, and then 
they are good for nothing. | 


The k— of , if he lives till then, will cer- 


tainly die on the lventernth of this month, or 
POO: | 


— "4 


+ * · 
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AUGUST, SEPT EM- 
BER, OCTOBER. 


_ YOU all know as well as 1 what is to happen 
in theſe months; therefore let us jog on to No- 


This indeed proved to be exactly the caſe, ac- 


cording to my prediction, in thoſe months of the 
year one thouſand ſeven hundred and forty-eight; 


but in the preſent year * one thouſand ſeven hun- 
dred and fixty-nine, the caſe is very different, 


I wiſh you joy—the wind is at laſt come about 


to the weſt; and now we ſhall be in better hu- 


mour with ourſelves and with one another, — | 
Fine harveſt weather; and the crops not at all 


* Tt is almoſt needleſs to inform the learned, ſagacious, 
and enlightened public, that this exatneſs of date is in mi- 
tation of ſome gracetul repetitions which often occur in the 
political works of a certain able patriotic ſtateſman ; who 
was at the ſame time a ſound moral philoſopher, a pro- 
found metaphyſician, and ſuch a communicative freethinker, 
as to exert his beſt abilities in converting the people of 
London from what little religion they had to none at all, 
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defective But what does that ſignify to the poor, 
if the high price of the wheat is not lowered: — 
| In ED faith not a great deal. 


| REVERIES AND DIRECTIONS FOR 
AUGUST. 


The laws, ® Lex gs bluſh to puniſh 

trifling crimes; to ſend ſo many poor devils every 
month to Tyburn for ſtealing handkerchiefs, while 
the moſt pernicious villainies inſult and langh. at 


their * 


Now TS Wn my dear Sir Humphrey, can you 
contrive no other way to procure the eſteem of the 
world, but by ſcraping a parcel of ducats and 
moidores together like a thieviſh jack-daw?—You 
may buy the huzzas of the long-ear'd rabble at 
a very moderate expence: for two pots of beer 
per head they'll attend you with their hoarſe ac- 
clamations all the way from the Devil to the Man- 
ſion-houſe; and if you pleaſe, as far as White- 
chapel-bars for one pot more But at the ſame 
time, it is not ſo eaſy to raiſe yourſelf above the 
5 of ſenſible people Beſides, even 2825 5 


n dee Magna Charta; an elegant old manuſcript, upon 
which alone ſome ſay the Uberties of Engliſhmen depend. 


Fg 
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blackguards, eſpecially the ſhrewder kind of them, 
perhaps deſpiſe you at their hearts; except indeed 
' ſome fooliſh fit of enthuſiaſm is upon them. For 
you ought to know, that there is no ſincerity in 

ſcoundrels, What the devil, do you Bins ho- 
ney from the mo my dear ?— 


Good G—d, Sir, what pleaſure can you feel 
from the applauſe of thoſe animals? Tou may 
indeed make it conducive to ſome ſelfiſh deſigns, 
and uſe it as a tool of ambition, I allow there is 
ſome meaning in that, But what is quite beyond 
my comprehenſion, ſuppoſing you ſtill to be a 
man of ſome ſenſe, this diſcordant cry of an igno- 
rant, worthleſs, ſtupid, dirty rabble, flatters your 
vanity, Indeed it does; and it delights you to 
hear this variety of a moſt brutiſh creation bellow, 
bleat, bray, grunt, ſqueak, roar, bark, mew, 
cackle, prate, and chatter in your praiſe. You 
muſt have a delicate ear, Sir, to reliſh ſuch a con- 
cert, Your ſolid wirey nerves are aſleep it would 
ſeem to the lute, the Welch-harp, and the vio- 
loncello. They thrill only to marrow-bones and 
cleavers, or the ROMANY of St. Giles, 5 


F I beſeech you, my good friends, take a 
reaſonable care of your bodily health ; and don't 
get drunk too often in this hot weather. Begin 
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your dinner with ſoup of one kind or another, 
not only through the dog-days, but every day % 
throughout the year; let whoever will ſay as much 
as he pleaſes to the contrary. I don't know of | 
any food in which you may more ſafely indulge | 
than turtle: and if any aphrodiſtacal complaints 
ſhould happen after even the moſt plentiful uſe of 
it, I would have you recolle&t whether they may 
not be fairly imputed to ſome other cauſe. Mean 
time, you had beſt not be too familiar with every | 
companion you may happen to ſtumble upon. 
Provided you always take care to keep wholeſome 
company, you may ſafely eat turtle three or four 
times a week, —As to phyſic, you may take a doze 
of ſalts by any apothecary's advice—When your 
ſtomach feels loaded, or your appetite is become 
languid, you may even venture upon a gentle e- 
metic, with the approbation of any town doctor; 
but never part with above one ounce of your 
precious blood, without the conſent of ſome able 
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SEPTEMBER. 


ALIEN as I am, I wiſh well to the country 
in which I have paſt the greateſt part of my life; 
to every country; to all mankind: no matter whe- 

= ther white, black, tawney, or copper-coloured. 
And I beg that my endeavours at the ſmalleſt good 
offices may not be thought too preſumptuous. 


Men, yeomen, and gentlemen of Kent; you 
who have already changed your cherries into 
hops; I conjure you, in ſpite of the morillo, the 
black and white hearts, the dukes and bleeding 
hearts, to reſtore the beſt of all cherries. If that 
is too late, which heaven forbid, at leaſt preſerve 
your incomparable pippin; the richeſt aud higheſt 
flavoured of all the Engliſh apples greatly ſaperior 
to that hard, crude, inſipid, incomfortable bullet, 
that impudently calls itſelf the golden pippin: or 
the ungenial ſourneſs of the nonpareil. May the 
Kentiſh pippin flouriſh again—may it ever flouriſh! 
And ſtill may the nectarine be reliſhed in England. 
I beſeech you don't ſtrip you poor honeſt walls of 
the nectarine here to make 9 for the | 
Vor. II. G ' | 
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peach ; for this wiſe reaſon truly, that in a neigh- | 
bouring country the peach has more flavour than 


their nectarine, which it ſeems i is * as inſipid 
as your pitiful apricot, 


rr Sir. How d'ye find yourſelf 
this evening ? — Let me feel your pulſe—Oh, 


you're in a charming good way. Put out your 
tongue—Qh, better and better you'll be quite 


well in two or three days Don't you find your- 
ſelf a great deal better ?—Why really, doctor, I 
don't think myſelf a great deal worſe—But ſtill I 
am teized with this curſed hiccup, and have 
ſtrange catchings every now and tben, and ſuch 
odd feelings about my heart, as I cannot expreſs 
—a beating, as it were, and a kind of fluttering 
and uneaſineſs, as I don't know how, Then I 
am ſo weak, that it is impoſſible, with all my 
reſtleſſneſs and the help of five thouſand furies of 
nurſes, to turn me from my back to one of my 
ſides, either right or left, I feel ſometimes ſo 
hot, at other times ſo cold, that it perplexes me 
to death whether I am Veſuvius, or Mr. What 
d'ye call him's icy 4/ps,—Now pray, my good 


doctor, what is the cauſe of all this? Oh, Sir, 


theſe complaints are entirely nervous—ſpaſmodic, 
Sir. They are chiefly owing to the antiperiplo- 


giltic circumgirivagations of the annular fibres of 
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the longitudinal ſinus of the brain; with which 


the left tranſverſe ſinus is in ſome meaſure affected 
too; though I have the pleaſure to tell you not 
to ſo great a degree. Beſides, Sir, the nates and 
teſtes of the cerebrum I mean the cerebellum, you 
underſtand me, are at preſent under a ſtate of re- 
laxation, and' rather too pendulous; as well as 
ſome other parts of the microcoſm, As to thoſe 
feelings about your heart, Sir, they plainly pro- 
ceed from an abdominal diſtenſion of ſome of the 
thoracick inteſtines, and a loſs of infundibilarity in 
the præcordia. My dear doctor, I apprehend 
you perfectly well; and now that you have ac- 


counted ſo clearly for the nature of my diſorder, 


I am happy and die quite ſatisfied Only rid me 
of theſe here naſty nurſes; and may the di ſwal- 
low the reſt of thoſe there delicious bottles —A 
bottle of Madeira might at one time have done 


me ſome good; but you would never liſten to my 
longings and now tis too late, There's a parcel 


of you that will never take any hints from nature, 
However, doctor, lens. me 8 hand 3 
Good night. 


A hana, whoſe name I forgot, was pleaſed | 


the day before yeſterday, when ſomebody was 
very wiſely applying the ſtale drivelling maxim, 


that there was no phyſician to a ſick child ſo good 
| G 2 


| 
| 
| 


- ——_ 


— : 3 nn rm ers 4 = 


as an old woman. This ſame «ded: 1 ay 
could not help obſerving, that it ſeemed 'to be 


not an uncommon opinion with regard to the 


grown-up children too, from four or five feet up- 
wards to the Patagonian ſize. And it is no won- 
der, ſays he, that it ſhould be ſo; as the great 


majority of mankind are old women; and people 


always mix the moſt cordially with thoſe who the 
moſt reſemble themſelves. Simile fmili gaudet ; 
which 1 is in a r, e lle uu to We. 


Tother day upon aide: a 3 who, 
though as tickliſh and impatient as moſt people, 


is not apt to be affronted at little impertinences 


in thoſe who wiſh him well; why he kept ſo much 


out of the way of his buſineſs? his reply appeared 
to me ſomewhat extraordinary. He told me, as 


the greateſt part of the preſent generation was 
hardly worth the pains of ſaving from the ſhades; 
and a man of honour muſt do the beſt he can for 
people who truſt him with their lives, he choſe to 
give them a chance of falling into worſe hands; 
and would willingly decline the plague and trou- 


ble of negociating with Death, except on the be- 
Hhuaalf of ſome friends, who ought not by any means 


to die while he lives. But to be very ſerious, and 


even ſad, ſays he, I find that tho' I never could 


bear to be idle, nature intended 'me for amuſe- 
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ment and pleaſure rather than buſineſs: and leaſt 
of all for a buſineſs attended with ſo much anxie- 
ty, and ſo many teĩzing, uncomfortable, diſagree- 


able, illiberal circumſtances, as this happens to 


THE weather much as uſual at this time of 
the year, except ſomething extraordinary in that 
kind ſhould happen; as it well may for any thing 
I am yet able to foreſee, Mean time, I am ſorry 
to tell you—but don't be too much alarmed—that 
we may poſlibly enough have a deviliſh ſhove or 
two more, It is indeed a moſt ſhocking affair, 
that theſe curſed earthquakes won't yet be quiet. 
I hate all thoſe underground grumblings;—there's 
no joking with them. The Life - guard prophet 
remains hitherto ſilent as to the particular time; 
which is very unkind, not to ſay an unwarrant- 
able kind of miſpriſion in him. But for that very 
reaſon you ought to be the more upon your guard. 
Be ſure to keep a good look - out, d'ye hear me; 
and never fail to be prepared for a ſpeedy retreat. 
Have all your jewels and other little precious 
moveables ready pack d up. And as ſoon as you 
deſery a red hue in the clouds, while not a breath 


— 
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of air is ſtirring, depend upon it there's no time 
to be. loſt, — Out! - away! — begone to the 
fields in a Ar The lord preſerve us.— 


Lon my patron e ee are 8 
whence? — You ſaucy impudent beetle-waſp! 
what, you my patron !—Give your patronage to 
the dogs of Grub-ſtreet, and the ſons of Billingſ- 
gate Bitches 15 none of it —Thou my patron |{ 
7 oh!— 


My lords and e clergywmen, liars, 
merchants, and all you other reſpectable bodies of 
men in England—I beg your pardon—T am only 
a foreigner, a man of Damaſcus ; God help me, 
I had not the honour to be born in England, 
But as I wiſh you as well; I cannot reſiſt a cer- 
tain impulſe to tell you, that if you don't teach 
your populace to make a more decent uſe of your 
liberty, you may poſſibly one time or another loſe 
your own, Noureddin of Damaſcus cannot with 
indifference behold this mortifying proſpet, For 
though an Alien, humani nibil a ſe alienum putat. 


Prithee, my dear Billy, what's the matter? J 
have found you chatty enough ſometimes, and as 
good humoured as other people. But you have 
ſat theſe two hours without almoſt opening your 
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mouth, except now and then to yawn; and you 
look as if you had never laughed or even ſmiled 


once in your life, For heaven's ſake what's the 


matter? Pooh! what's the matter? Don't you 
ſee that ſneaking vulgar impudent blackguard fel- 


low there, that from half a crown has raiſed near 


three-fourths of a Plum, by ſtarving himſelf and 


cheating his cuſtomers? He has neither taſte nor 
| ſpirit to enjoy the hundredth part of what he is 
worth; and was much happier when he lived up- 


on thirteen pence half-penny a day than he is now 
with all his thouſands. A dull raſcal, that tho? 
he pretends to like a joke, never once in his life 


felt one that could make any thing laugh but a 


blockhead, —There's another; ſo ſleek and pert 
you'd take him for an Abbé, if he was not a pro- 
teſtant divine; as far as he has any religion at all. 


Don't you think him old enough to behave and 
_ dreſs a little more ſoberly : but he'll curl his long 


hair and continue a beau to ſeventy and upwards, 


| Beſides, this jackanapes is a wit, God knows! He's 


perpetually tittering and laughing, and has been 
aiming all his life at a joke, without ever once 
hitting it. By heaven there's nothing ſo diſguſt- 


ing as the inſipid vivacity of a vain fool, Do 
but mind that hum-drum dozing gentleman on 
his left hand, He funks away moſt powerfully; 
and ſeems to be a deep connoiſſeur in Port, I 
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_ ſhould take him to be the /and-torpedo— Dull- 
neſs is catching like moſt other things; and I real- 
ly believe there is a ſtupifying power, and what 
the phyſical gentry call narcotic, in the inſenſible 
perſpiration of ſome animals. Don't you obſerve 

ſomething like a black rainbow about his head? 
— The candles burn blue! —He muſt either be a 
kind of Antichriſt, or one of the infernal ſaints, 
Likely enough the St. Gregory of hell. — That 
choice ſpirit there is the devil himſelf —An impu- 
dent mimic, an impertinent buffoon. One of his 
favourite amuſements is to invent a parcel of ſtu- 
pid lies, to make his acquaintances appear as ri- 

diculous as he can. This ſemi-demi Wit has had 
a thouſand miſcarriages of dead jokes But he'll 
ſtill venture at the old trade again. — Any one of 
theſe is enough to damp all pleaſantry and good 
humour — But altogether, good God Adieu 
Tou'll pay for eee n the Lord - 
N you bw 7) 


My dear Mr, Dry Robert, I'wiſh you Aud 
ſprinkle a little ſalt upon your jokes. For with- 
out ſome ſeaſoning of that kind they are as maw- 
kiſh-as freſh cod, or the fatteſt Milton oyſters. 
And be ſure never to attempt a joke over hot roaſt 
beef, ſaddle of mutton, fillet of veal, cramm'd 
turkey, or any other ſolid dainties of that rank. 
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ull- uch a ſerious diet is enough igad to damp the 
it even of thoſe moſt eommon- council men. But 
eaven forbid that the political eyes of ſome cer- 
Main demogogues ſhould ever be ſo bedimm'd with 
the fumes of groſs fare, as to endanger their 

ſtumbling into ſome fatal pit, and drawing a 
whole blind multitude after them 


at That whimſical rogue Ned Froth is very fond 
U- of you at preſent, he knows not why. When 
is March many-weathers comes in, he'll hate you 
1- Muſt as cordially; for the ſame reaſon, 5 
2 VVV 2 

d The devil confound the chattering magpies 
[ that taught all the reſt to prate ſuch villainous 
f nonſenſe— 2 755 

| 


NOVEMBER. 


HEIGH ho! - Tut! tut! — Oh fye, Sirs! 
Oh fye l good lack and well a-day! A thouſand. 
plagues upon the ſobbing rains I foreſee! Hey day, 
we ſhall all be poiſoned with theſe naſty fogs! I 
with you would pack them up and export them 
directly. Why don't the ſcavengers carry them 
off and be d—n'd ? Foh! there's no ann 


here for a polypus.— | 
Vor. II. N 


wo 
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Nov roaſt Sir Loin is in high ſeaſon, with thoſe 

that like it. As for pudding and dumpling, II 
would moſt heartily recommend my ſhare of em 
to the devil; if I was ſure they would not damp i 
his ſtomach to a greaſy, facetious, phlegmatic 
ſtateſman, who is to die this winter of a great 
loggerheaded moon calf of a tale; of which he'll 


have a very Ro en in preſence of the whole 
-Kouſe. 


5 Mr. Alderman Gobblefat, you have done no- 
thing all this while, but piddled at that little 
jowl of whale, and two or three fried ſturgeons, 
Pray let me help you to this wing of an oftrich : 

or would you rather F HORNS a flice of n nice camel 


1 


1 dare not be poſitive, whether you'll have a 
plentiful crop of odes this ſeaſon or not. I have 
ſome reaſons to think not; and the general run 
of them will be ſo middling, that they'll lie ſome · 


what heavy upon the hands of the ode: factor,. 
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DECEMBER. 


IF it ſets in for violent froſt, the canal in St. 
James's park will be froze over; and, perhaps, 
the Serpentine river itſelf. Some people will be 
in danger of falls upon the ice; and others who 
venture too ſoon will run ſome riſque of getting 
wet. | | | 
| _ This winter you'll have a ſhameful ſight of ſad 
poems, and ſhabby pamphlets : chiefly from the 
, neighbourhood of St. J—s's. Some people of 
rank and condition, eſpecially in the miniſtry, 
will be celebrated by other authors ; but whether 
juſtly or not, I dare not determine, —Seven hun- 
dred and fifty-fix thouſand three hundred and 
ninety-two millions of plagues, upon the miſcre- 
ant who firſt invented printing ! 


I dh not bit lowe of you will ſay Amen to 
this laſt wiſh; and upon my account too, For, 
perhaps, you begin to think me a tedious prating 
fellow, without any meaning. If ſo, it is time 
to be gone, So God be w'ye; you ſhall not ſee 
me again in haſte, let me tell you, But when 
all's done, why ſhould you compu 0 of me in the 

H 2 
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name of fourſcore and nineteen inſipid, affected, 
impertinent brimſtones? As ſoon as you begin to 
gape, can't you ſtop, with a vengeance ? Sure 7 
this is no ſuch diſtreſsful caſe, as that of being 
teaſed with an eternal talker, who ſinks you into 
a deadly laſſitude with his inſipid prate, and yet 
won't let you ſleep for the curſed noiſe he keeps, 
If you don't like it, let it alone. But if you real: 
1y do not reliſh it, never ſay ſo don't ſo much a 


whiſper it to your deaf confeſſor; as you have 


any regard for your own paltry reputation: for 
I am well aſſured, I ſhall have all the ſound judges 


of wit, humour, learning, aſtrology, and the rel I | 


of the ſeventeen ſciences on my ſide, As to the 
profane, illiterate, and taſteleſs rabble, I don't 
value them of the millionth part of a braſs farthing, | 
1 kick em, I bang em, I bruiſe em, I cut off 
their heads; if all this does not ſettle *em, I run 
dem through the guts, and ſo pock out their filthy 
_ greaſy brains, that were never fit for any thing 
but the ſpermaceti manufactory. That's my way 
with em; ſo pray be ye. and once more God 
be W Je. 


FORCED MARRIAGE, 


A TRAOEDY. 


Written in the Year MDCCLIV. 


£Z FX: HE following Play, which was 
« written chiefly with a view to ex- 
poſe a moſt abſurd piece of tyranny too 
common in life, might have appeared 
upon the Stage many years ago: if the 
Author could have dangled after Mana- 
gers; or have uſed the acceſs he had 
been offered to the proſtituted patronage 
of two or three great Men, to whoſe 
taſte he did not chuſe to appeal; or af- 
ter all, if any but the two female cha- 
racers could have been properly repre- 
ſented at the time when the piece was 
_— 
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FORCED MARRIAGE, 


A TRAGEDY, 


ACT-L' SCENE'Y 
$TRENI, VIC TORIA, @ Servant. 


$TRENI, 


O, call her hither; — g four ae, 
woman, 

My hopeful daughter! 

VICTORIA, 

O not ver. my Lord. 

You are too warm indeed you are. 


STRENI, 
Well then, 
Il x never ſee her more. Go tell her ſo,— 
Away! 18 
Vot. II. i 1 
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8 C E N K IL 


5 e VICTORIA. : 


VICTORIA, 
Compoſe yourſelf, my Lord. 
STRENI. 
My daughter 
To fly my houſe ! to make herſelf and me 
The public Jeſt tis monſtrous! 
VICTORIA. 
But, my Lord— — 
| | ie N 
Fly from her own good fortune to a nunnery 
She ſhould have pin'd her life out there, amongſt 


I ) be peeviſh ſiſterhood.— But I'm too gentle; 


Pve been too kind a parent; that's * fault, 
And I deſerve this.— 
Had I been ſtern, as many fathers are, 
She durſt as well have leapt the battlements 
As ſtolen this flight, 
| VICTORIA, | 
"Tis. true, my Lord, you have been 

A tender father; and my couſin knows it. 

| STRENI, 
The day too axed—and with her own ; conſent— 


A TRA EDT. 2 


The match above her proudeſt hopes —a prize 


Scarce to be dream'd of Death and diſtraction 


KS This luckleſs wretch's flight will ruin all! 


O God! O God! 


VICTORIA. | 
Nay, never fear the Count. 


He'll hardly flinch, his love's too obſtinate - 


For that; I'll anſwer for his conſtancy, 
As little as I know him, 
STRENI, 
What doſt thou n 

Victoria? Yes, there's comfort in that thought.— 
All may be well yet, think'ſt thou? — I'm glad, 

however, 
This raſh young Hector has not fropt her of. 
She's here, ſhe's ſafe; and all my fears from him 
Are gone: thank heaven for that! — My dear 

VICTORIA, 


What wouldſt thou ſay ? - hoy hadſ fonvthing to 


impart— 


Come, ſpeak. 


VICTOTIA, 


My Lord, I know not what to ſay : 


You're grown ſo choleric that I dare not ſpeak. 
You did not uſe to be thus, I remember 


When, without fear or thinking twice, I durſt 


Give all my follies their full play before you. 
| But this unwonted rage quite frightens me; 


I 2 
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It checks my utterance : yet, what need I fear 
Leſt onght too careleſs ſhould eſcape w7 tongue, 
When I'm not heard ? | 
; sTAENI. | 
Forgive me, my vICTORIA. 
You ſee how grievouſſy I am provoked, 
Anger forgets good manners; pardon me: 
I now am calm, I am myſelf again, 
Speak what thou wilt, as unreſtrained as ever. 
| VICTORIA, 
I ſhall offend, 
8 STRENI, 
Fear not, If thou haſt ought | 
That burns within here, boldly give it vent. 
I am not yet I hope ſo peeviſh grown 
As to take fire at any friendly freedom, 
I know thou meanſt us well, 
7 VICTORIA, 
Heaven knows I do, 
5 | STRENI, 
Then freely ſpeak thy mind, 
= VICTORIA, 
| Well then, my Lord, 
Since I have leave to ſpeak, and may be heard; 
** marriage muſt it be? 
rn. 
It muſt, vic roi. 
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| VICTORIA, 
In earneſt ? 
STRENI, 
Surely. 
VICTORIA, 


Then I'm ſorry for it. 
And, sTREN1, tho' to contradict your © len 
May miſbecome my ſex, ſtill more my years; 
Yet in oLYMPI1A's cauſe I will be plain, 


And right or wrong declare my inmoſt thoughts. 


Two ſiſters bore us; but I love oL ymera 
More for her ſweet and generous qualities 


Than all theſe ties of blood, At your command 
TI come to ſee the nuptial rites performed: 
But if her mind is ſo averſe, I'd rather 


Weep at her funeral, tho* my heart ſhould break. 
 STRENI, 
You cannot think I love my daughter leſs 


Than you, vicToR1A; or leſs know her intereſt, 
What other motive than paternal love 


Could make me urge this marriage ? 
EL VICTORIA, 


Urge a marriage 


That rigid tie which death alone diffolves ! 


That bold deciſive ſtep, which fixes us 
In happineſs or miſery. for ever! 
'That ſtate which is a lottery at the beſt, 


But ventured on with coyneſs and reluctance 
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Has little chance to proſper! All things elſe 


To this are trifles, and not worth diſputing, 


Prevent a giddy marriage when you can; 
But never urge the wiſelt, ' | 
| STRENI, 
How you didtate | ' 


But I have told more years than you, have ſeen 


A little more of life too; and *tis hard 

If old experience has not taught me ſomething, 
Tis ſtrange if paſſion, prejudice, and youth 
Decide more ſoundly than deliberate reaſon, 
That ſees the objects in diſpute diveſted 

Of falſe lights and infatuating fogs. 
Pray, of two judges qualified fo differently, 


Which is the likelieſt to determine TE: ? 


VICTORIA, 
Doubtleſs, my Lord, the judge who fits "PR 
Above all miſts of paſſion, But where is he? 
Youth has its follies: and when theſe decline, 
A paſſion ſprings, they ſay, that blinds the ſoul 


As much as that gay dotage Love itſelf, 


A certain flower of winter !—Fy upon it !— 


They call it Avarice. 


STRENI, 
You're a ſaucy girl, 
And always was ſo: that pretty head of thine 
Has too much . in it. 
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VICTORIA. 
Pardon me, 
My Lords but either now, or henceforth never 
Can I with any grace or decency 
Claim thoſe bold licences your goodneſs uſed 
I' indulge me in. Suppoſe you now at play 
With a Piedmonteſe ſharper; one that had broke 
An hundred banks; a dext'rous knave that cheats 


„ | f 

At every throw: and I a looker on. 

Should it offend you, if by a wink or hem, 

Or pinching of your arm, I gave you hints 

Of this accompliſh'd villain? My Lord, my Lord, 

This common cheat, this hankering after more, 

. Betrays the wiſeſt to ſtrange weakneſſes, [ter, 
How elſe could this e' er happen? srTRENI's daugh- 
Rich sTRENI's only child, has made (and not 
Without her father's warrant too) a fair 
Exchange of hardly-violable vows, with 
A youth whoſe qualities and accompliſhments 

Equal his noble birth, Heaven! what ſhould 

_ hinder | 
| Such lovers to be 1 ? —A richer man, 
Better allied, of finer diſpoſitions | 

Or parts, I dare not ſay—but ſurely older, 

Steps in; and 8TREN1, never famed for blundering, 
The 520 judge of other men's proceedings, 
Prefers his ſuit; th' indulgent father * A 
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A tyrant, where he leaſt ſhould uſe his power. 
It is ſo ſtrange, I ſhall believe in ee | 
oh is plain infatuation ! 
rant, 
Surely older! 
PP there's the crime no merit can attone for, | 
Better be raſh, hot-headed, paſſion's ſlave ; 
Better be mad, and young; than old with all 
T' advantages that can conſiſt with years. 
Yet cLAauD10's not ſo very old. 
VICTORIA, 
| | No, not 
Much turned of fifty. 
5 sTAR EXT. 

5 hee it as it will; 

He is for pleaſing manners, even for park, 
A more engaging man than fifty ſuch. 
As thoſe whom youth and folly * 
To ruin half your ſex. 

VICTORIA. 
Lou think him ſo, my Lord. 

But does oLYMP14 think ſo? that's material. 
Taſte is ſo various, what engages one 
Diſguſts another: and tis vain to dictate 7 
To this deſpotic principle of nature. 
Yet, if it muſt be ſo, you ſhould preſcribe 
Where I ſhall live, and how; what I ſhall wear 
Even what companions mall engroſs my time 


A TRAGEDY. + "one 

For days, for weeks, for! months; tho? this * 
prove 
A cruel treſpaſs on my native W 
hut let my friend for life, my fortune's lord, 
on whom depends my bleſs or miſery, 
Be of my own approving: here at leaſt, 
In this one inſtance may my choice be free. 
I have ſeen the Count, and— 4s 
 STRENI, 
well, what think you of him! ? 

f VICTORIA. £3 
My Lord, I muſt not touch irreverently 
A character that boaſts your good opinion : 
dare not tamper with ſuch ſacred things. 
Beſides I'm but a woman, and a young one; 
And to be critical in ought but dreſs 
Or dancing would not ſuit me. But, if you pleaſe, 
I'll tell you what ſome, who pretend to Judge 
And think they know him, fay, 

; STRENI. 
| Well, what? Comme on. 
What do they ſay, good couſin? + 
: VICTORIA, 


Firſt, they praiſe 
| His perſon; which they ſay is, for his years, 
Specious enough; tall, jovial, ſleek and blooming, 
As if *twere May ſtill. Nor in his mind, they ſay, 
_ Leſs youthſul; for he's charmingly facetious ;— 
Vol. II. 
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As far as mere corporeal jollity 
Is wit and humour; but it ſeems no further. n 
For tho' he has 1 inceſluntly t theſe ſony 4 
W.. | 

Tis ſtrange, he has never blundeted out one 0 be 
For his parts they ſay but little: that may be envy. 
And yet they own that, for ſagacious ſelfiſhneſs, 
And want of heart, he has cunning and deceit 
Enough t' outwit ten cardinals ; for beneath 

An open, frank, unguarded-like behaviour, 
A ſhew of ſmooth and dimpling innocence, 
It ſeems he hides a quickſand: and they ſay 
He has earned his wealth as boldly as conſiſts 
With honeſt policy, and a Juſt _ 

For his precious head. 

STRENI. 
A bold free AY 
To ſketch a character out! The only ching 
That's wanting here is likeneſs, 
. VICTORIA. 
Y Nay, my Lord, 
1 only tell you what report ſays of him; 
If that belies him tis no fault of mine. 
I have heard indeed, that his manners from face- 
_ tious, 

Is grown of late embarraſs'd and half ad: 
That he looks penſive, talks to himſelf, * when 
He laughs, it ſeems an effort to diſguiſe 


4 TRAGEDY. 5 


Some ſecret grief; which looks myſteriouſly 
To thoſe who mark him. But the cauſe is plain: 


ort) 'Tis love, tis fooliſh love, makes him ſo grave.— 
A hopeful youth to grow love-penſive !—Lord ! 

ke! BY 1 long to ſee him languiſh ! It muſt be charming 

8 To ſee him languiſh for a Lady's fortune) ! 

els, 


STRENI. 


Fortune! What's that to him whoſe ample means, 
Raiſed by his gallant ſervice in the war, i 
From the ſad ruins of an ancient ſeat, 
Vie with the Princes of proud Italy? | 
What can a moderate portion add to him 
So opulent, and yet without an heir? 
If fortune were his aim he could have choice 
Of richer matches; but he loves oLYmPra; 
He beſt deſerves her; and ſhe ſhall be his, 
Or elſe no child of mine. Beſides, this ſpark, 
This youth you ſo much boaſt of, oy e 
Wn now has found another bride, 
; VICTORIA, 

| | IR Be' that 
As it may kappe But, alas! my Lord, 
Muſt all the joys and comforts of her life 
Be fondly ſacrificed to this ambition, 
None of her own beſides, to give an heir 
To vere it the firſt houſe in Italy? 
But if eos be ſuch charms in poſlibly 

| KE 2 
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Bringing a boy, who poſlibly may live 
T' inherit a great fortune, wear high titles, 2 
And yet perhaps be neither great nor happy; | 
Ox vu IA, bleſt with every grace of nature, 5 
With fortune's bounties, and your daughter too, 
So young, may wait till other matches offer 
| More to her mind, perhaps as much to yours. 
Nineteen is ſurely not a deſperate age; 
is even too young to be unplum'd into 
That tame domeſtic creature called a Wife, 
And quit the careleſs pleaſures of the world. 5 
Nay, tis not decent at theſe years to r = 
A ſober matron. 1 - 


sTRENI. 
How thou rambleſt on !— 
But 1 am old, my child; I have not * 
To live, not many years; and tis my wiſh, 
My favourite aim, before I die, to ſee 
My daughter ſettled in a ſolid tate 
Of happineſs. That done, my reſt of life 
Becomes a holiday, that chearful calm 
Which age delights in: and I ſhall 


T *** nw * 5 2 — N ED PW - 8 5 
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A TRAGEDY. E 


SC. 
STRENI, VICTORIA, @ Servant. 


SERVANT, 
"" iy Horde 
There's one juſt now arrived with ſome diſpatches | 
He has rode all night to bring you. 
 STRENI, 
I'll ſee him preſently. 
Go tell « OLYMPIA that this r here 
Expects her company. 


8 CE N E IV. 
STRENT, VICTORIA. 


SsSTRENI. 
My dear vicrog 14, 

7 leave you to your couſin's entertainment 
A little while. | . 
| 55 VICTORIA, 


T'll go myſelf and find her. 
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SCENE V. 


VICTORIA. 7 
Who would believe this good old man, ſo eaſy 
| So gentle otherways, ſhould in this caſe 
Prove ſo inflexible! But here comes OL YMP 14.— 
Alas, 1 how altered! 


8 C E N * Vi 
VICTORIA, ' OLYMPIA. 4 


VICTORIA, | 
Ah, my deareſt coulin ! = 
Come, we're alone. | 
_ OLYMPIA. FE 
welcome to my ſad heart ſ— 
What need have I of ſuch a cordial 1 
X ' VICTORIA, 

Poor dear oLVNT IA! How unn, are thy 
| tears | 
Thy chile nn are mine. e 1 000 bear them 
9 thee! 


OLYMPIA. 


How have I jong'd to ſee my only fiend, 
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My kind companion Now ſhe comes to late; 
| For I'm undone for ever! 
VICTORIA. 

| It muſt not be: 
All is not loſt yet.—Bleſs me! thy hands burn 

mine— _ 
Thou art not well. 

5 OLYMPIA, 
| Ah! did you know, vicror1a, 
What 1 have ſuffered ſince we parted laſt, 


* You'd wonder that this mortal frame ſo long 


Could bear ſuch miſery. 
VICTORIA, 
£ Come, dry thy tears, 
The worſt is paſt —Your father will relent: 
He needs muſt yield at laſt, 
OLYMPIA, 
| Oh! never, never! 
To- morrow, for ought that yet appears, compleats 
My wretchedneſs. 
_ vieToRA, 

Wo” Good Heaven! it muſt not be. 
What! be engaged by force in vows ſo een 
Tis madneſs to ſuppoſe it. 

OLYMPIA, 
oy Either it muſt be ſo, 
Or I muſt live an outcaſt in the wall, 
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With all my father's curſes on DA head,—_ 
That's my hard ſentence, _ | 

VICTORIA. 

Never till this moment 

Have I once dream'd what happineſs it was 
To own a little fortune uncontroll'd | 
By any human caprice.— Tis thine, ol MIA! 
Heavens! We ſhall be the * two that livel— 
I fay tis thine! 


— KOO . 4 


— 


OLYMPIA. 

My generous kind vIcrorIA! 
But can I bear my father's fix'd diſpleaſure ?— 
Tho' to my daily grief I have found of late 
His tenderneſs eſtrang'd, I am not yet 
So harden'd with unkindneſs to endure 
To loſe his ſmiles for ever. 

 vieTORIA, 
That fear is vain. 
Your father is not of ſo ſtern a make, 
He cannot tear you from his heart; in him 
Nature defies it: this ſeverity 
Is but put on, and coſts him many a pang, 
No doubt, to urge you to what he conceives 
Your greateſt happineſs, —But I long, 9 
To hear the whole of thy diſaſtrous tale. 
For this long abſence of two years, while all 
Intelligence has been ſhut up between us, 
Has kept us {till in painful ignorance 


NA TRAGEDY. ' : og 


of what has paſt, The general part indeed 
; I know too well; but for particulars 
au I have learnt is merely from report; 
BEV hoſe ſpecious lies diſcredit every truth 
4 It chances to throw out. I left you bleſt 
nn che gay ſpring of love. A view more charming 
Of all that's ſweet in th' harmony of ſouls 
Was never ſeen: your father too then ſeemed 
ro hold aLyHonso as his own; as one 
: Soon to become his ſon-in-law, 
5 OLYMPIA, 
= | *. Tis true: 
And till my father had diſcloſed his mind, 
o give a ſanction to ALÞHons0's vows; 
What tenderneſs poſſeſs'd my ſoul, 
I let it fondly prey upon itſelf; 
My eyes ne'er told it, and much leſs my tongue. 
I hid my conſcious bluſhes as I could, 
My fault'ring ſpeech was virgin baſhfulneſs, 
And if I trembled 'twas alarm, not love. 
Oh! I could burſt, and on thy friendly boſom 
Breathe out my ſoul, vic rox IA, to remember 
The dear enchantments ef thoſe happy days! 
It was a ſweet diſeaſe, a charming dream, | 
And but a dream, of happineſs, At laſt 
| We were contracted by the mutual will 

Of both our parents; and a diſtant day 
Fix'd for the nuptials; when, alas! 

Vor. II. N 
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VICTORIA, 35 
I know] 


This ADO ſaw you ; this rich Count: wouldx 


And all his millions in a mine had been 


Blown to the Moon, that luckleſs hour he came 


Blundering to blaſt ſuch hopeful buds of joy! 


How I could curſe him!—But my dear OL Y MP1 BBW 


I interrupt your ſtory, 
OLYMPIA, 
Alas! my father, 
Dazzled with cLaupio's wealth, and by his art; 
Of moſt immoderate ſhameleſs flattery won, 
Grew cold to poor ALPHONSO ; by degrees 
_ Chang'd his familiar cordial entertainment 
To dry civility, and ſhocking ceremony : 
| Seized every opportunity to leſſen him 
In my affections, and to recommend 
A ſtranger to my breaſt, *Twas all in vain. 
How could I hear him? Was it poſſible 
To ſhift the pure devotion of my heart 
From lov'd aLrHons0 to a golden idol? 
Nay, to th' old object of aLenonso's hate ?— 
I own I ne'er attempted it. But from 
That adverſe time the fortune of our loves 
Has ftill declined; and (ſtrange a 
Soon after this 1 croſs event 
Contirm'd the former.— 


E RAE. 
VICTORIA, 
How? 
OLYMPIA, 
One night at court, 
In the full ſplendour of a birth-day crowd, 
A yain pert fool, a minion of the King's, 
WF A coxcomb drunk with favour, ſnatch'd my hand 
= And rudely kiſs'd it; ſuch confuſion ſeiz'd me 
had almoſt ſunk: aLymonso, who was by, 
. Forgetful of the reverence of the place 
And the King's preſence, with one deſperate blow 
Laid the plum'd courtier ſprawling on the floor: 
And for that haſty generous fault was baniſhed 
From Naples to Palermo, for a twelvemonth. 


VICTORIA, 
| Baniſh'd! Heaven's patience ! Had he fail'd to ds 
He had merited eternal baniſhment ; _ [it, 


From Naples, Italy, from every land, 

From all ſociety where honour's thought of. 
Had Ibeen King, th' ill-manner'd fool who gave 
The firſt offence, and brought the other on, | 
(Which was at worſt a noble raſhneſs) ſhould 
Have bore the puniſhment alone. 

e OoGLTWPLL, 

| The King, 

On due ſubmiſſions offered by Al pHOxsO, | 
is thought would freely have revoked the ſen- 
But for the ſecret practices of ſome [[ tence, 
L 2 
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Who wiſh'd his abſence. Thoſe dark dealing; N 
All interceſſion vain; tho' for my ſake Tmadel Y 
He ſtoop'd to more they, otherwiſe, I know, 
His generous pride would have confented 8 
No remedy: he muſt depart, and leave me 
A widowed bride; tho? firſt he preſs'd the nuptials, 
He claimed my hand : that was demied; my father 
Found ſome prudential reaſons to excuſe it 
Till his return. ALrfoxs0 warmly urged 
A private marriage: this my filial duty _ 
Forbade; tho' elſe, with all my ſoul, I would 
Have been the partner of his baniſhment, 
Not to Palermo, but to any deſart, 
To Nature's wildeſt ſolitudes; I owed it, 
Could ought be diſmal where aryrnonso Was, 
To him who owed his baniſhment to me, 
It was a mournful parting : one ſad year 
Appeared an age; and till that age expired 
Our only view of conſolation was 
Such intercourſe as ſeparates from the dead 
Our abſent friends. But ſince that cruel toy. 
Not one ſhort letter 
VICTORIA, 
How? That's ſtrange, OLYMPIA! 
5 OLYMPIA, 
Tis no ſuch wonder, For this generous exile, | 
The hardly-uſed aiyHoNns0, ſcarce had left 
The gates of N aples, when my father hurried me 
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Down to theſe ancient melancholy walls, 
Remote from Naples and all neighbourhood. 
'The real aim of this retreat, as from 
Th' event appears too plain, was to cut off | 
All correſpondence with Al PHoxNso, and thoſe 
That might promote intelligence between us; 

While this inſidious rival ſhould be favoured 
With all advantages to undermine 
My abſent love. For ever ſince I have known 
This ſad retirement, this confinement rather, 
My correſpondence has been ſtrictly watched 

Like one in goal for treaſon, No company 
This twelvemonth have I ſeen but cLAUDIO, 
And thoſe who with his odious praiſes chafe 
My perſecuted ears. I have been afraid 
Of every morning's light; for every day 

Has ſeen me flattered, threatened and cajoled, 
Tortured and teized, to what I moſt abhor. 

What's worſe than theſe, TOW fancies haunt my 
mind, 

And jealous cares purſue me, chat my breaſt 
Pants with perpetual terrors and alarms. 

My health in ſickly languor pines away: | 
Kind ſleep forſakes me; and when harraſs'd Na- 
Sinks in imperfect reſt, diſtracted dreams, ¶ ture 
Worſe than my waking miſeries, ſhake me from 
My fr ighted ſlumbers. Gracious Heaven defend 

me | 


©$ - 
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"Tis horrible to think how near the 12 of 
Of madneſs I have been. 
VICTOTIA. 

| Alas, oLymeial | 

What blaſts have ſhook thy gentle ſoul! But 
Heaven 
And thine own fortitude will ſupport thee 
To baffle al * „ 
© OLYMPIA, 
My fortitude ! 

Alas! my little ſhare of that, victor, 
Has failed me already; fatally has failed me, 
For tired with endleſs teizing, glad to gain 
Some reſpite from the preſent pain, at laſt 
I promiſed in the weakneſs of my mind, 
That if within three days beyond the term 
In which aT rHOxso's baniſhment expir'd, 
He did not claim my plighted faith, I ſhould 
Reſign my hand to cLaupio. This I thought 
Was no great venture. For tho? no letters came, 
I hoped I knew the cauſe; nor would I doubt 
ALenonso's faith, and purpoſe not to loſe 
One day of liberty in abſence from me; 
Theſe I remember were his words at parting. - 
But, ah vicTor1a! would that doleful year 
Was yet not ended, that I ſtill might hope 
5 | VICTORIA. 


Is it then paſt 2 


Zut 


- Decides my deſtiny. 


In this, that at his father's inſtigation 
Al rnoxso has commenced a nuptial treaty 


Has, ſince that promiſe was extorted from me, 
Been ſo induitrioufly rung in my ears 
And manayed with ſucharts and aggravations, 


Contriv'd to ſhake my faith, and drive me in 


But by your looks you ſeem to apprehend 
Tis ſomething more—Perhaps you've heard he's 


For heaven's ſake do not flatter me, victoria. 
If it is fo tell me. Ah! 


Comes from the ſecret fountain- head of lies. 


My life for't your intelligence in that 
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OLYMPIA, | 


Two days ſince: and to-morrow 


VICTORIA, 
But is there ought 


With a Sicilian Lady? 
: OLYMPIA. 
Such a rumour _ 


It ſeemed, when the firſt ſhock was paſt, a fiction 


A hurry of reſeatment to my ruin, 


married. 


VICTORIA, 
Nay, dear oLYMPIA, 
I tell you all I have heard; and that perhaps 


At leaſt if ſuch a treaty was confirmed 
You might expect the earlieſt notice of it. 
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Would pas without much barr or ſcrutiny. 
"OLYMPIA. - | 

That's all my little comfort. But alas! 

I know not what to think of this delay. 

Sometimes my melancholy whiſpers me 

He has forgot or hates me, and in revenge of 

My father's flights has left me. At other times 

That probity, that unaffeted warmth 

Of love unchanged by ſhocking injuries; 


| Thoſe generous manners, th' inviolable honour 
Which even his enemies admit, aſſure me 


He cannot be ſo baſe to quit me thus, 
Without ſome form at leaſt of taking lea ve. 
Perhaps he has heard I'm married, and believes it; 


Perhaps he is not well, —I'm all perplezity. 
This agony of ſuſpence is perfect torture, 
From which, to know that fate had done its worſt 


Would be a kind of deſperate repoſe. — 


VICTORIA. 
It cannot be. 


You ne'er can ſtoop to ought that” 8 real mean: : 


But what, dear coulin ? 

OLYMPIA, 5 

As the time approach'd 
Which was to prove deciſive of my fortune, 

My fears encreaſed; my anxious throbbings grew 


Should he prove faithleſs, I have done, vreron IA, 
What you'll deſpiſe me for. 
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| Quite inſupportable; my fluttering beit 


Could find no quiet. My reſtleſs brain at work 
How to prevent the worſt, at laſt I found 

A truſty meſſenger to bear with ſpeed _ 

A letter to aL.ÞnoON80; which explained 
Whate'er was needful of my ſufferings paſt. 


\ And fears of worſe to come; and that if ſtill 
He loved and mean to enim me, the leaſt delay 


Might render that impoſſible. Ere this 
I might have had ſome anſwer; but no news 


W Arriving, in deſpair laſt night I ſought 


Protection in a monaſtry that ſtands 
Amongſt the neighbouring mountains: there paſt 
The anxious night ! but thither traced, this morn- 
I was demanded by the authority of [ing 
* father in his vaſſals, 2 | 
viero RIA. 
Baut the ſiſters, =o 
The Abbeſs, Heaven ! how could they Yield you 
80 tan; their protection oy Cup 
dr, 5 
Dio not blame f 


They did their utmoſt for me. I was received 5 


With manners moſt reſpectſully obliging, 

With tears of ſympathy, and fluttering care 

To hide me painting from the hot purſuit, _ 

But as my ſheltering place was ſoon diſcovered, 

"Twas more it ſeems than they could anſwer for, 
"Yor. I. M 
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To brave my. father's ſurmons,—You ſee, vie- 3 
TOR IA, | | 3 
How every refuge fails me. A ſhort time now 
Remains for me to hope. Yet ſomething ſtill, 
Whether the whiſperings of ſome friendly power, 
Or the laſt effort of tenacious hope, Kev; 
Suggeſts to my fore mind that ere to-morrow 
ALyHoNnso0 will be here. But come what will 
J ſhall not marry cLAauvD1o; that's determined,— 
I know one refuge from all miſery— | 
One cordial draught ſhall 
VICTORIA, 
What? Thy words are frightful !- [— 
Heaven baniſh all ſuch thoughts !—Alas ! or vu 
| PIA, : 
Thou look'ſt thro? the falſe glaſs of 1 
Truſt me there's nothing yet ſo deſperate here. 
Whate' er may happen luckleſsly, the worſt 
Is till avoidable.—You ſhall be fick— _ 
Or take another flight. —We'll fly together. 
1 will ſecure you in a little fortreſs 
Which to the General himſelf in perſon 
Shall ſcarce ſurrender you at the firſt ſummons. 
There are a thouſand ſhifts ; more Wan we yet 
Can think of. But the time is precious: 
Come let us hide ourſelves, and plot . 
will be a charming triumph, if we two, 
In half a day, at one unlooked for blow, 


| A TRAGEDY. 5p 
vie— : | Can dreadful ſcenes demoliſh, which to rear | 
| Has coſt much older heads a reſtleſs year. 


10W 
ill, 
wer 1225 2 
ACT U. SCENE I. 
E | | | 
a STRENI. + 
ed, What s to be done? Good God! theſe 1 news con- 


found me! 
ll cannot yet believe my eyes. Let me FT 
This letter again. There 5 nothing in the 
world | 
But villainy and deluſion : knaves and dhpes 
Maintain this fooliſh farce of human: life. 
Let me fee—— 

«+ I am this moment informed that Count 
© CLAUDIO is accuſed of ſome embezzlements and 
other perfidious practices during the late war, 
„ which render him obnoxious to the State; and 
that warrants are actually iſſued out to appre- 

e prehend him. I am ſorry this piece of news 
« did not reach me till after my ſiſter y1eTorA's 
« departure; but hope it will not come too late 
* to prevent your engaging in ſo fatal an alliance. 
At leaſt, whether my information prove true 
_ « or falſe, I I myſelf obtiged to give you. 
te this notice,” 
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The ſhock ſo ſtuns me that I yet ſcarce feel it. 
Is it fo then, cLavpio? Well, I find at laſt 
This world is all a cheat, and there's no truſting 


When I look back on what my child has ſuffered, 
And all for nothing, But. Heaven knows! what- 


I long to lighten of a deadly weight 


nA BIS WI oy gon on — 
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Well, this cuts deep indeed! There all my hopes, 
My flattering ſchemes lie blaſted and o'erthrown, 


To fair appearances, Would this had happened 

A twelvemonth ſooner | what an anxious year 

It would have ſaved me and my poor ol IA 

Yet better now than a twelvemonth hene z nay, 
than | 

To-morrow, — Bleſs me! Ain nearly have we 
ſcaped | 

The cruſh of this man's ruin —1 grieve. my ſoul 


eer 
Was harſhly managed w was kindly meant. 


Her labouring breaſt, that flutters now with fear 
T' approach me, and retards her trembling ſteps, 
Could ſhe but gueſs the purpoſe of my meſſage 
$he'd make more haſte to > meet me,— But ſhe 
en, * | 


PS, 


A TRAGEDY, :: by 
SCENE I. 
STRENI, OLYMPIA. 


| OLYMPIA, | 
I am aſhamed to ſee my father's face: 
But proſtrate thus and breathleſs at his feet 


1 beg 1 | 


 STRENI. | 

Riſe, oLymeia, Come, 

Indeed it was not well, | 
OLYMPIA. 


'T was my deſpair 


That did i it —Pardon me, my Lord—my father! 


sTRENI. 
1 4 my child, I do. You've never found me 


An unrelenting parent: or if ever 
TI have given way to ſome auſterities, 


My very tenderneſs provoked me to them, 


Mm ws. x care to ſee you happy. 


OLYMPIA, 13.9 
My father, 


You have deen ever gracious, kind and tender; 


Tour goodneſs ſtill prevented all my wiſhes : 
And it has coſt me many a painful throb 


To be reduced, by thwarting obligations, 


1.538 


of THE FORCED MARRIAGE; 
To act a ſtubborn part againſt your pleaſure. 

I know your purpoſe is to make me happy: 
But what's all ſplendor and ſuperfluous wealth, 
What's all the world, to dear content of mind? — 
My heart is not at my command: and yet 
So far I could controul it, that was there one 

Dear as my ſoul—I never would, without 
My father's ſanction, change my vows with bis: 

There is but one thing you can urge and 1 
1 Not chearfully yield to. Were your ſacred life 

Io be redeemed with mine, oh! I ſhould fall 
a4 A willing victim: nothing there could combat 

16 My filial duty. But to give the hand | 

To one while to another the heart's engaged, 

If Is ſomething ſo prophane, it looks ſo like 

1 | Baſe proſtitution, that the more I think on't 

4 | The more it ſhocks me.— Still my honoured father, 
| Let me implore your grace Tis not too * 

To ſave me from this violation. 85 

sTRENI. 
My child, 

I kwill no longer to thy delicacy _ 
Oppoſe the ſteadieſt purpoſe of my ſoul. 

Indeed I'm very ſorry to have urg'd ſo far 

A match that ſhocks thee, To-morrow is the day 

Thou dreadſt ſo much: but I would rather make 
The greateſt power on earth my deadly toe 
Than thee — 
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Te ears ſo o'erpower me that oy choke my 


While it has vital warmth. 
| OLYMPIA. 
My deareſt father, 
This kindneſs makes at once a full amends 
For all the griefs that I have ever known. — 
J am too happy- 
A SERVANT. 
The Count, wy Lord, 
Ts at the _—_ 


The Count!—what CLAUDIO well : 
Conduct him in.— He comes betimes ;—before 
He was expected. —But—what ails my child— 

Thou trembleſt and r ph | — Retire, my 


My poor ol YM IAI— Well, tis 51 n 
Sood Count! you come no further this ow) | 


| Not one Rep further. You little know 
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OLYMPIA. 
O my gracious father ! 


words 

But on n my knees I thank you. —You're too good! 3 
STRENI, _ 

Come to my heart, my child: thou never waſt 
A ſtranger there, nor ever can'ſt thou be 


STRENI, 


child 
What all this hurry means. But ſoft and fair, 


Count, 
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"SCENE IM 
STRENI, CLAUDIO. 
CLAUDIO. 


SOCood morrow, | 
And many . days, to good Lord STREXT, ; 


sTRENI. 

| The 1 to you, Count eee e be⸗ 
lieve it! | 
cLAvDIO; 


You c cannot t wonder that I thus prevent | 
My happieſt day: my love of dear oL YM IA, 
My warm ambition to be ſtiled your ſon, 


1 | Might well account for that. But I have news,— 
F 1 No bad ones neither. . Aueſs, my Lord. 

1 - STRENI. 

4 . How ſhould 1 

4 What mean you? 

1 CAU. 

5 Only this ; —at laſt tis done 

| | What we ſo long have Iyoured—4aDruongd' 8 
9 „„ F - 
1 "Tis true — tis 1 all 1 have ſave proof 
„ 

| 1 And now or rr 14 ſtands abſolved from all 
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Engagements there, which gives me double joy: 
For it would damp all happineſs to ſhock 

ner ſcrupulous honour ; and indeed that thought 
I Has always check'd m nn you're ſad, my 


Lord, 
$STRENI, 


have ſome reaſon, I am quite heart-ſick 

- Of ineffectual cares. I've done whate'er 
Authority or gentle arts could do 

f ITo puſh this backward treaty, but find at laſt 
Tis all in vain. Twill never do, believe me. 


: CLAUDIO, 

& How's this, my worthy Lord? you quite amaze 
I . it had been fix'd. [me! 

1 STRENI, 


It ſeem'd ſo; 13 


Cl cannot force my daughter's inclinations, | 


CLAUDIO, 
I hope they are not now leſs kind to me 
Than when the happy day was named. 
STRENI, 
Indeed, 
Not to amuſe you with falſe complaiſance, 
[ think they rather are; for as the day 
Draws nearer, her reluctance grows more violent, 
cannot bear to ſee her agonies. 
Could I compel her, as indeed I cannot, 
feel too much compunction in my breaſt 
Ver. IL, N 
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To uſe a power ſo tyranous and unjuſt . 
Againſt my child. Nor would it ſuit your wiſdon 
= To yoke your years with an unwilling bride. MW 
j | And as your friend, my Lord, I would difſuak 7 
= os ; 
4 From further thoughts of this : orte vows 
| Can never tend to happineſs, 
CLAUDIO. 
| I hope | 
I do bet dream! If not, your mind, my Lord, 
Is ſtrangely altered oy” the time, Theſe difficul 
ties 

Till now have ne'er been thonghe of. But __ n 

nothing: 8 

For be affection eber ſo coy, *twill grow 

At laſt with tender cheriſhing. 

STRENI, 
But its growth 
Will not be forced. Let time and nature work, 
Have patience, Let it reſt, A ſhort delay 
Can breed no danger here. A month or two henet 
Will do as well or better, 
CLAUDIO, 
5 A month or tot. 
Heavens! that's an age to one who loves like mel- 
N o, no. to- morrow would it were to-day ! 
rei. 

It cannot be today nor yet to-morrow. 
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* How! not to-morrow? Ah! by all that's tender 


e 5 ET me inſiſt on that, my deareſt Lord. 


25 | STRENI. 
7 Urge me no further. 
CLAUDIO. 

: For your own ſake, my Lord, 
As well as mine, I muſt, —How will it ſound: a 


VOWS 


Lord, 'Tis known 
difficu STRENI. 
: Suppoſe aLyHonso had returned! ? 
they Tou know the terms 
| | CLAUDIO, 
He's married. 
STRENI. 
> "I ſorry for it, 
3 .  CLAUDIO. 
: You joke, = 
o hence 1 STRENI, 
Ot 1, | | 
To I'm not ſo merry. 
CLAUDIO, : 
me! „„ 
y! - | STRENI, 7 
Yes, I ſay ſorry, 
| | CLAUDIO, 
Why? 


N 2 


304 e 


STRENI. 


My daughter loved him. | 


- And he's an honeſt man, 
 CLAUDIO. 


There are many ſuch 


I _ my Lord. 


sTRENI. 


Yes, hundreds who appear ſuch 


To one that is. 
| CLAUDI1O. 


Good Heaven! What can this mean? 


But ſome men's favour is a ſlippery hold. 

Not long ago AL pHOxNSO was diſmiſs'd 

To make me room; now tis my turn to yield 
'To ſome new fxvonrite.” l ſee it plainiy. 


STRENI. | 


I ſhall not ENT 6 be too raſh in making 
New friendſhips ;—that I promiſe you, 


 CLAUDIO, 


My Land, 


Lou aim at ſomething; what I know not: but 
To one who almoſt lived upon your ſmiles, 
'That angry coyneſs in your look is death; 
And every word you utter is ſo keen 

It tings me to the heart. I could encounter 
'The rudeſt malice of indifferent men 


With vengeance or contempt, 


But from the man 


| What have I done? 
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I love, and on whoſe love I built my happineſs, 
Unkindneſs tortures while it wounds. How have I 
Deſerved this? ſure ſome ſecret foe of mine 

Has been too buſy with your ear: for foes 

J have, more than I know of. What little ſervices 


I've done my country are by ſome repaid 


With envy : but I laugh at that, my Lord. 
To one that's fortified in innocence . | 
Such bolts are harmleſs : *Tis as twere to batter 
A fort with ſnow-balls, Yet it would be kind, 
Nay, *tis but juſtice, if malicious tongues 
Have tampered with my name, to let me know 
Of what I ſtand accuſed, 

 STRENI. 


You talk like one 


' Unconſcious of all blame: but boldneſs is not 


Always the ſureſt teſt of innocence, 
CLAUDIO. 


STRENI, 


Look backward, and conſider, 


S Peruſe your life a little, 


CLAUDIO, 


There's nothing there 


I dare not boldly look into. But what, 


My Lord, does all this tend to? 
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109 STRENI, 
= | Have you nothing 
= To ſettle with the ſtate ?— 
CLAUDIO. 
1 Jo ſettle ves 
17 | The Rate 1 is in my debt. 
1 srRENI. 
Fl But has the ſtate 
No claim on Four. 
cCAupio. | 
For nothing but my ſervices 
Whene' er it needs them. 
STRENIL, 
Are you ſure of that? 
CLAUDIO, 
As ſure as that I live. 
STRENI. 
All- conſcious Heaven! | 
Was ever ſuch effrontery known !—D'ye think 
We've no intelligence here? Or can you be 
So ignorant of the dreadful ſtorm that hangs 
Ready to burſt upon your head? is 't poſſible 
You ſhould not know how dear a reckoning, what 
A bloody one perhaps, you have to pay ? 
For what, you beſt ſhould gueſs, —Infatuate man! 
Away!—There is no ſafety here!—Fly quickly!— 
There is no ground where Naples has command 
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Can ſhelter you!—You're mad to OTE one mo- 
ment 
The blood-hounds of this ate are at your heels! — 
Away, and hide yourſelf betimes! 
CLAUDIO. 
Ha! ha! 
| S8TRENI. 
You laugh! (He's ſurely mad!) 
| CLAUDIO, 
Indeed I do, 
To ſee the bottom of this fearful myſtery, _ 
Tis well no wounded conſcience watches here 
To cry out Guilty when another's crimes 
Burſt out. There's here a ſmall miſtake, my 
Lord; 
Only one cLavp1o for another; that s all.— 
Ha! ha! 


sTRRNI. 
What other AUDIO? 
CLAUDIO. 
| You have ſeen him, 
A diſtant kinſman of my own, and tho 
He has hurt me in the tendereſt point I pity him. 
Twas I that raiſed him to a place of truſt, 
Becauſe I thought him honeſt; and, for ſome 
time, 


So blind is friendſhip, I negleted all 
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Reports to his diſcredit, as the blaſts 
Of envy; till at laſt ſome flagrant acts 
Appeared,—1 never was ſo angry; never 
Perhaps but then have I rebuked with rancour, 
Yet on his promiſe to offend no more 
He was continued. But it ſeems th' effect 
Of all my friendly warnings, all my threats, 
And weak miſtaken lenity at laſt, 
Was only this, to put him on his guard, 
And make him a more politic knave, But now 
He is in hands will ſtrip him of his ſpoils, 
And ſqueeze the inmoſt marrow from his bones, 
For, if 'tis true what I have heard, by this 
He's — to the ſtate. 
sr ENI. 

(What ſhall I think 2 — 
_ This is a ſtrange miſtake; and if indeed, 
It be no more, I'm glad on't for the ſake 
Of one I am ſo loath to judge of harſhly. 
But on your honour pardon me, good Count, 
Is there no more than this? 

CLAUDIO, 


D- ye doubt my word? — 1 
What ſhould I gain by ſuch a falſhood ?—T 
Who ſee no luxury in ſimple lying? 
Were I th' obnoxious wretch you take me for 
My mind had hardly been employed to-day ; 


In nuptial thoughts; nor ſhould my preſence here - 


A aer er. 


Have ſhock'd good TR ENI. Look upon my face; 
Is there ought there or in my whole behaviour 
That ſhews like guilt? Heavens! can be ſo mon- 
So madly wicked, ſo abſurd a villain, [rous 
For ſuch I muſt be, to involve my friends, _ 
Thoſe whom I love moſt, one whom I adore, 

In my perdition? But if you doubt me ſtill, 
With all my heart here let us ſtop, my Lord, 
Till every ſtraw ſuſpicion ſtumbles at 

Be ſwept away. Inform yourſelf; be cautious; 
Do nothing raſhly, And, my Lord, to ſhew you 
How dearly I regard your ſatisfaction ; 

Let us, that you may weigh it at full leiſure, 
Adjourn this marriage; not for a month or e 
But for a year or two, or three, or ſeven.— 

Or, if you pleaſe, for ever. Heaven forbid 

I ſhould engage you in my bankruptcy !— _ 

| Good God defend me |—So, farewel, my Lord 
| My ſervants there— 


© STRENIL, | 

Come; not ſo hot, my Count. 
A word or two before you go, Let's part 
Li en at lea. 

CLAUDI0., 

Where friendſhip is ſo tickliſh 
The ſooner done the better. I'm heart - ſick 
Of hot and cold friends: they never quit the pains 


It coſts to manage them. Farewel! 
r. . 5 O 
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'STRENI., 


| Vet hear me,— | 

I'm ſorry, cLavpio; I am quite confounded 
For this miſtake, But the report was aimed 
At you ſo very plainly, that your brother 
Muſt have believed it. Tis not in my nature, 

Old as I am, to be ſuſpicious. er 
But where the welfare of my only child, 

Her happineſs of life depends, to ſcruple 

Is no offence I hope; at leaſt I'm ſure 

J meant you none. In proof of which, demand 

My utmeſt power to ſerve you. 


CLAUDIO, 

Ah $TzENt1! STRENI! ! 
You know me but too well. I am a child | 
To you; mere wax, you mould me at your pleaſure: 
You wound and heal me. Were J leſs your flare, 
And leſs enamoured, this unkind behaviour - 
Had rid me of thoſe chains which I prefer 
To freedom—love and friendſhip, | 


STRENI, 
Come, forgive 
An old man's ſpleen; forget it. And to prove 
How little apt I am to keep impreſſions 
To cLavD1o's diſadvantage; every art 
I have, and all my power, ſhall be employed 
To haſten on theſe nuptials,—But is it certain, 


| This marriage 80 ALPHONSO? make that appear, 
And the main 2 obſtacle” s removed, 

CLAUDIO, 

7 met a gentleman, you know him; STURIO; 


You have ſeen him with ALPHONSO: he comes on 


| buſineſs | 
| Poſt-haſte from Sicily. The BE before 
He left Palermo was, he ſays, the eve of 
Arrhoxso's wedding, which his haſte alone 


Excuſed him from attending, Tis like he brings 
Some meſſage hither ; for he ſaid, this morning 
He ſhould be here. I thought to have foung him 
here 
Before me; but he'll ſoon appear, I doubt not, 
And conify his news. 
8 |  STRENI, 
Well, let him come, 
He comes with no intelligence to retard 
Our purpoſe, —Shall I leave you, cLavpD1o, here 
Till I prepare or vu 1A for ſuch news r 
As EF told might hurt her ? 
_ CLAUDIO. | 
By all means. 
STRENI, 
You'll follow preſently i ? 
CLAUDIO, 
I will, my Lord, 


"08 
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S C EN E IV. 


CLAUDIO, . 
What am I doing? *Tis almoſt a crime 
To work on this good man's credulity thus. 
But the great principle which rules us all, 
'The care that quits us not even in deſpair, 
Is love of ſelf, —Self-preſervation never 
Can be unjuſt, If this ſucceed, his credit 
And intereſt with the ſtate may clear me, Nothing, 
Nothing but that can do it. But we muſt 
Diſpatch : this crazy fabric of my fortune 
Totters at every ſtep of ſtealing time, 
But then to be reproached and baited for 
Diſſimulation! Who can prove that? None. 
Was I obliged to know what ſacred trains 
Were laid to blow my envied grandeur up ?— 
Not I. There's ſomething in sTREN1's carriage 
To juſtify a little double dealing. woe 
He has not uſed me quite ingenuouſly; 
And far from kindly, Intereſt is his God, 
As well as that of other —honeſt men, 


So far all's © ts we re on an equal footing. — 
Well 


This is he moſt convenient couſin !—=CLavpio, 


I thank you for this ſeaſonable help. 


aL: 45S 3 
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Would I could ſerve you in my turn! But that's 
Too late; your doom is certain: mine comes next 
To be determined; to my loſs or not _ 

I dare not gueſs. —But flouriſh J or fall, 

"Tis ſtill ſome ſatisfaction to have cruſh'd 
The eager hopes of this impetuous youth, 

Dupe of fair words, and es,” and ſhrugs, Al- 

ꝛ„ so, 

Vou have forgot, I do believe, but 1 

Shall ſtill remember, with what haughtineſs 
| You faced me when a younger Officer 
O'erſtrode you once, Was I to blame? He knew 
The art of ſpeaking to the palm; and was 
A docile boy, as ſtupid as you pleaſe, 

And not too apt to rouſe much jealouſy, 


| Theſe are the men beſt fitted for promotion 


In every rank of life. But now to oLYMPIA, 
Now help me, Flattery |—Flattery ! She deſerves 
All praiſe; ſuch excellence could not find its match 
The men of this age: yet ſhe muſt be mine; [in 
And ſoon, or never, Hence then all delay; 
My fate depends on this important day, 
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40er ban 


OLYMPIA, VICTORIA. 


| = VICTORIA, 
Come, couſin, you may breathe here freely; come, 
There floats no fulſome incenſe here. You need 
Freſh air; a tempeſt were almoſt too little 
To fan this muſky cloud of flattery off, 
Foh ! Such a ſtench of perfume ſuffocates worſe 
Than a volcano's mouth. 3 3 what a 
tongue! : 
I do believe the Devil nb him. Bleſs me! 
With what a face of plain ſincerity, 
With what a ſerious confidence, he throws out 
The moſt extravagant flatteries ! How they work 
On your hard heart I know not: but for me, 
I feel ſo tickled with my ſhare, God knows, 
I ſhall not ſleep theſe three nights. 
| OLYMPIA, 
Ah, vicTorA!. 
Was ever one ſo wretched? _ | 
' VICTORIA, 
To be teized thus 


Indeed is moſt vexatious. But an hour, 
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Tis hardly more, ſince from the middle gloom of 
A long tempeſtuous night, a ſudden blaze 

Like noon burſt out, almoſt with ſhocking * 5 

neſs. 
It ſmiled a while, enchantingly it ſmiled, 
And promiſed balmy climes and happy ſhores: 
Then, like a dream of th' air, this gaudy meteor, 

This phantom of a ſun, diſſolved itſelf 
Into the waſte of darkneſs. 

OLYMPIA, 

1 5 Ah me! victoria! 
What hall I do? © 
VICTORIA. 
| Bee firm, and never yield, 
You're in the right, and cannot be too obſtinate. 
He conſtant till; a little ſtruggling more 
Will end this ſtrife. 

OLYMPIA, 
Alas! alas! all's over. 
VICTORIA, 
All's over! How my dear? I ſay keep firm. 

Why this deſpondence ? recolle& yourſelf, 

Have you, good Heaven! forgot your father” $ 
| promiſe, 

So lately made? his unexpected promiſe, 
So voluntarily made? Inſiſt on that. | 
Never forſake yourſelf, my dear oLYMeia. 
Abide inflexibly by that. | 
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T OLYMPIA, 

Alas! 
You come not near my grief. 
| ' VICTORIA, 
I gueſs it, But 
There's ſomething yet more ſhocking than the 
loſs of 

A faithleſs lover. What you may avoid; 
And will I hope. „ 
OLYMPIA, | 
Sure you have never loved. 

VICTORIA. 
My dear oLYMPIA, would you have me e whine ? 1 
And with an ill- timed ſympathy indulge 
A mind already too much ſoftened, when 
Thy occaſion calls for fortitude and ſpirit? 
One effort more—fear nothing the ſteady mind 

er-matches fate itſelf.— N 


OLYMPIA, | 
My fate Can; 
| Ab, ar VICTORIA 1—You heard the news? 
VICTORIA, | 
I did. = 
OLYMPIA, 


Do you believe it ? May it not be falſe git? ? 
Tell me  lincerely what you think. | 
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VICTORIA. 


Tis hard 
To re a little time will ſhew it. 
OLYMPIA." 
| SE ---- Wye 
May it not pollbly nongb be falſe? 
5 It comes from a ſuſpicious hand. A falſehood 
Believ'd for eber ſo ſhort a time may ſpeed 
A wicked purpoſe; and this art they ſay [ger 
The cunning often practiſe, —Beſides, this meſſen- 
Appears not yet; tis noon too.— Ah yicTtoria! 
Is there not room to hope ſtill ? 
VICTORIA, 
| Dear ol YA IA! 
I 3 th the worſt in doubtful caſes. 
For better mortify a little needleſſy, 
Than meet misfortune unprepared. 
| OLYMPIA, 


„„ A 
I am my own impoſtor, Strange, that miſery 
Should flatter thus itſelf! Why dare I not 
Reſolve at once to look upon my fate ? 

5 A SERVANT. 
Madam, a Gentleman, one Signior $TURIO, 
Begs at your leiſure to attend you. 
or YNMPIA. 

STurIo|— 


V or: Il P 
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Well ſhew him in— sTvz10 you ſaid Good 
Heaven! : 

What ſhall I do, victor 14 !—Stay—T'm buſy, 
Excuſe me to him, —Tell him—by and by 
J ſhall be glad to ſee him. When 1 ring, 
You may conduct him hither, 
Ah victoria! [Sitting down haſtih).] 
What ſhall I do? we „ 
I cannot ſee this man: [ Riſing.) 
This beating at the heart makes it impoſſible— 
I pant for breath—T ſhall not have the power 
To hs one word, —Ah me! 

. VICTORIA. 
Deeareſt ol vur 1A! 1 
Yield not to this alarm, Recover yourſelf. 
This flutter cannot laſt, 
OLYMPIA, 
Muſt I be ſeen 
In this confuſion? It muſt not be] will not. 
It is not fit I ſhould Pray might not you 
Receive this viſit for me ? Do,-dear couſin. 
Say I am ſick, or whimſical, or mad; 
oy any thing, and let me hide myſelf. 
vICTORITA. 

3 stay, dear ol Tur 1A. Come: it cannot be. 

Tou cannot now with honour to yourſelf 
Avoid this interview. Come, come, be firm. 
Twill ſoon be over, Were the caſe my own, 


A rA us 


1 think I ſhould with moſt contin coolneſs 
Receive the laſt leave of a faithleſs man, | 

| What ſhould you fear who know the worſt already? 
Let indignation ſhake this tim'rous fit off; | 
And ſhew yourſelf ſuperior to the loſs 

Of one not worth the keeping. Come, you — 
I know, I'm ſure, you can. 


9. 
OLYMPIA. 
. I am aſhamed 
: Of this baſe Tn — Well, what muſt be 
muſt be. . [ Kings. ] 
N ow, Heaven ſupport me ! | 
VICTORIA, 


Never fear, The fit 
Goes off: and what alarms you now, my deareſt, 
You will hereafter laugh at han L leave yams : 


OLYMPIA, | 
No, ſtay. —He comes,— Ah! 
OP ' VICTOTIA, | 
5 Let him. He's more afraid 
Than you. | 


320 THE FORCED MARRIAGE, 


OLYMPIA, VICTORIA, STURIO, 


sro. 
All happineſs to Lady OLYMPIA, 
| __* OLYMPIA, 
You're welcome, Sir, from Sicily.— Pray ſit, Sir. 
I'm glad to ſee you; you're a mighty ſtranger. 
We have not ſeen you I'm ſure almoſt theſe two 


| years. | 
How like you Sicily, Sir ? They ſay i it is 
A moſt enchanting ſpot. 
STURIO, 
A Paradiſe, Madam. 
125 OLYMPIA, | 

They ſay ſo. Pray what news there, Sir? J hope 
You left all friends well, and—amongſt the reſt 
How does your friend he 

sruklo. 


a I left him well, 


| __ OLYMPIA, 
We're told he has altered his condition lately,— 
He's married 2— ls be not ?—This Lady, Sir, 


RAGE r. 


My friend, may know whate' er belongs to me. 


He's married ?— 


STURIO. 
Madam 
OLYMPIA. 


Well, I wiſh him joy 


With all my heart. I hope tis happily. 


T he Lady—you have ſeen her? 
STURIO. 


Often, Madam. 


Castara's daughter: not a firſt-rate beauty, 


Nor yet quite homely. 
OLYMPIA. 


Well, I wiſh this happy 


With all my ſoul, —No other news, Sir? 


STURIO, 
| None. But 
This liter, 8 parting from ALPHONSO, 
I promiſed to deliver. Pardon me 


Th' abruptneſs of this hurry : buſineſs calls me: 


And what more time I have to ſpare at preſent 
Lord srRENI claims. Madam, may all that's 


Ever attend you, [ good 


| OLYMPIA, 
I thank you, Sir. Farewell. — 
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$CENE IL 
OLYMPIA, VICTORIA, STURIO. 


$TURIO, 
Al 1 happines to Lady oLYMPIA, 
| © OLYMPIA, | 
You're welcome, Sir, from Sicily,——Pray ſit, Sir, 
I'm glad to ſee you; you're a mighty ſtranger. 
We have not ſeen you I'm ſure almoſt theſe two 


years. 
How like you Sicily, Sir? They * it is 


A moſt e ſpot. 


$TURIO, 
A Paradile, Madam. 
OLYMPIA, | 
They ſay ſo. Pray what news there, Sir? I hope 
You left all friends well, and—amongſt the reſt 
How does your friend a.yHons0 ? 
„ STURIO. 
Madam, I left him well. 


OLYMPIA, 
We' re told he has altered his condition htely. — 


He's married — Is be not?— This Lady, Sir, 
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My friend, may know whate'er * belongs to me. 
He's married ?— FI 
STURIO, 
Madam 
OLYMPIA. 
Well, I wiſh him joy 
With all my heart. I hope tis happily. 
The Lady you have ſeen her? 
10110. 
Often, Madam. 
CskRTA“s daughter: not a firſt-rate beauty, 
Nor yet quite homely. 
| OLYMPIA, 
Well, I wiſh them happy 
With all my ſoul, No other news, Sir? 
7 STURIO, 


T 
IT, 


| None. But 
This letter, Madam, parting from ALPHONSO, 

I promiſed to deliver, Pardon me 
Th' abruptneſs of this 13 buſineſs calls me: 
And what more time I have to ſpare at preſent 
Lord srRENI claims. Madam, may all that's 
Ever attend you, 1 T.)⸗good 

2. oe. 
I thank you, Sir. Farewell.— 
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SCENE II. 
OLYMPIA, VICTORIA. 


OLYMPIA, 


Ah! ah! vre roa [Throwing herſelf into a 
| ; Cabair.] 
VICTORIA. 


Dear ol vu IA, patience! 
What ſhall I do ?—When I ſhould comfort her 
I oP myſelf. —My dear OLYMPIA! ! 
| OLYMPIA. 
Ah me! 

_ VICTORIA, 
This eke grief will kill her. 

OLYMPIA, 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 

VICTORIA. 


My dear OLYMPIA, let us not indulge 


This weakneſs of our ſpirit Come, * deareſt, 
Come rouſe yourſelf, 


OLYMPIA. 


... Alas! alas! vicroxIAl— 
Do not deſpiſe me. 


— 


„ vs 
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VICTORIA, 
Nay, my dear, this weakneſs 
Has nothing ſhameful in it. As it ſhews 
A delicate mind, it is a beauty rather; 
And only grows a fault and a misfortune 
* too much yielding to it. 
OLYMPIA. 
Ah, VICTORIA L— 
10 am ſo humbled with repeated ſhocks 
That my tame ſpirit finks beneath its wrongs.— 
But for this letter—I am blind with weeping— 
| Read it, vIiCTORIA. 
VICTORIA,+ 
Burn it. 
OLYMPIA, 
Read it firſt, 
VICTORIA, 
te Madam, i in ſpite of all your neglects 1 have 
« prevailed upon myſelf to write to you once 
« more, that you may know 1 have temper e- 
enough to forgive them. I am not ſo ſelfiſh as 
« to Aiſapprove of your choice; it is perfectly 
« prudent; for wealth you know is the great 
« ſupport of female pride: vanity I ſhould ſay, 
e for pride is too noble a name for it, I 
« wiſh you joy of your Count; there is one no- 


« ble quality attends him—he is rich, But if be 


* 
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e ever dares appear where I am, were he twenty 
« times your huſband, I ſhall take the liberty to 


* put him in mind of ſome other qualities I have 


« diſcovered in him. In the mean time I am ſo 
« far from reproaching you with inconſtancy, 


* that I thank you for having ſhewn it before it 


e could effentially hurt me. I am following your 
« example, and ſhall forget all former attach- 


« ments as faſt as I can, It is what I owe in 


&« juſtice to myſelf, and to one of your ſex who 
« deſerves all my love and eſteem. Farewell, 
© oLYMPIA! You are not what I thought you 
« once. But may Heaven rain gold upon you! 
« So prays the "MEAN though monſtrouſſy 


« abuſed | ALPHONSO,” 
OLYMPIA, . | 

What does he ſay ?  [Smatching the letter. ] 
' VICTORIA, 


_ Couſin, I give your joy 
Of this deliverance from one worthleſs man. 
3 OLYMPIA, 
What does he ſay ? All my neglets—that's well. 


He has prevailed upon himſelf —"Tis much 
_ So great a ſpirit ſhould condeſcend ſo far 


As to abuſe me] have temper enough 


Yes temper ! MMEDIL forgive you, that” s plea- 


ſant— 
Tis pity you ſhould have reaſon to forgive me 
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Your choice is perfectly prudent — Fool! what 
choice ? 
The only choice I ever made was a wrong one, 
And I'm aſhamed. of *t—Thank Heaven I've miſ- 
Choice !— I [fed it! 
What's this he talks 8. 
Of wealth—of female pride, and vanity *— 
Such rambling ſtuff !—he's mad ! the man's di- 
ſtracted! 
| You i/h me joy. Heaven mend your crazy head! 
Did you ever hear the like? 
VICTORIA, 
"Tis an original. 
OLYMPIA, 


But if ever he dares appear, etc. 


How well he counterfeits anger, and plays the 


bully ! 
But here's a ſtroke with all the reſt am fo far 
From reproaching you with inconſtancy, etc, 
—Before it could eſſentially hurt me 
What does he mean ? There is no bearing this! 
Baſe fanl- mouthed perjur ed wan have you the 
face 
Thus to abuſe me, whoſe 4 galt to you 
Was too much conſtancy? I'm well repaid 
For all the griefs my fooliſh conſtancy 
Has coſt me!—Am I not, vicTokIa? 
Your. UW 1 
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VICTORIA, 3 
Curſe him! 
He i is not worth your anger, 

T1 am following your example— 
Good again |—and ſhall ſorget—forget | 
Me! by all means do. In jufftice to one 
Of your ſex who RO" all my love and 
Efteem— 
That ſhe may do without deſerving much.— 
You are not what I thought you once— 
No more are you—May Heaven 


Rain all its plagues upon me, if you dwell 


A moment longer here Thus, thus I tear 
The villain from my heart. Tis done at once.— 
8 there thou art no more. 
[Tearing the letter. ] 
VICTORIA, 
| Who talks of want. 
Of ſpirit | ? How this wavghtinels becomes thee ! 
This mn. s charming. 
OLYMPIA. 
Well, I'm . 
o one 8 folly, How light my heart feels 
from 
A villainous gueſt that ſat like lead upon it! 
My ſpirit mounts again. Believe me, couſin, 
I'm glad of this man's baſeneſs; I enjoy it: 
There's r in it. I do not entertain 


„ 


ANN, on 


A wiſh ſo tame as that he had proved unalterable. 
Tis better as it is, It feeds my ſpite 
| Voluptuouſly to find him ſuch a villain, 
I with he knew how heartily I ſcorn him! 
How thoroughly I deteſt him !—He ſhall know it, 
I'll make him feel it.— 

VICTORIA, 

Your abſolute ket; 

As if ſuch things had never paſt, will gall him. 
Twill be the fineſt vengeance ! Cool neglect, 
If there is pride in him, will humble him more 
Than fifty thouſand ſpiteful offices, 

OLYMPIA, 
Oh! that mean letter? I could tear myſelf 
I wiſh the palſy had ſeized this hand before 
It did me ſuch diſgrace, 

VICTORIA, 

| My dear oLyYmer4, 
Ne'er let that hurt you. You did but what was 
honourable. 
Were it to do again you ſhould It leaves 
His — no excuſe. 
OLYMPIA, 
Pray, when this meſſage came, 

How did I look, victoria? tell me plainly, 
Did I ſeem violently ſhocked ? 
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VICTORIA. 
n means. 
OLYMPIA, 


Look'd I not luft and pale by ti turns? No ſigns 
Of wildneſs or diſorder? ? | 


VICTORIA, 
None that he could perceive, 
OLYMPIA. 


5 Did I not faulter i in my ſpeech a little? ; 


_ VICTORIA, 
Not n more than I do now, 
OLYMPIA, 
Nor tremble ? 


VICTORIA. 
No, 


Thou didſt behave with ſo compoſed a grace 


FE could have hugg'd thee, 
| OLYMPIA, 
Well, I'm © of this, 
And now, VICTORIA, I ſhall ſhew this falſe one 
How ſlightly I regard him, I have the means 


To ſhew him inſtantly *twas honour, more 
Than ill-dire&ed love, that made me ſtand 
So long and cloſe a ſiege; made me hold out 


To diſobedience, almoſt to rebellion, 
Againſt my father's threats, his warm intreaties, 
Againſt his wiſer choice, My honour now : 


ive, 
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Abſolved, I cannot be too | paſſive to 


My filial duty, 
VICTORIA, 
What doſt thou mean, oLYmPia ? 
| OLYMPIA, 


To mortify a villain's inſolence. 


VICTORIA. 
But how? ? 
OLYMPIA, 


By giving my rejected vows to 
The man he hates; whom for his ſake I Sb 
Whom now I love becauſe I know he hates him, 


Yes, I will give his mortal foe my hand, — 
By heaven, I will ! 5 
VICTORIA. 


You will! indeed not you. 
5 OLYMPIA. 
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'$ CEE We ii, 
OLYMPIA, VICTORIA, STRENI. 


.STRENI, 
Well, or MIA. 


You cannot doubt it now? The truth appears 


At laſt. You ſee, what happens every day, 


The fickleneſs of youthful vows : deſpiſe it; 
The Aer of your ſex demands it of you. 


OLYMPIA, 
Nay, my Lord, I bave forget i it. 


There is but one reflection ſtings me now. 


I have, againſt my nature, ſtubbornly 


Oppoſed my father's will, his juſt command. 


Moſt heartily I repent it; and I hope | 

Your goodneſs will forgive a crime which honour 

Betrayed me to, My honour — 

1 have 1 no will but yours. | | | 
STRENI, 


There ſpoke my daughter! 


My will, my pleaſure is to ſee you happy. 
Tis that engroſſes all my cares; for that 


Have I ſo ſteadily withſtood your tears, 


And made the weakneſs of affection yield 
To rigid reaſon, Now th' auſpicious hour 
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| Ate; and not to dally ty: | 


With time, what muſt be done to-morrow may | 


As well be done to-day. Nay were it only 
For triumph's ſake, to make as light of love 
As the moſt fickle boy, the ſooner the better. 
This very day— 
x OLYMPIA, 
This moment! 
VICTORIA, | 
Hold, oLYMPIA!. 
RY srR ENI. 
Hold you, victoria! 
VICTORIA, 
No: I will not hold. 
Shall I, my Lord, when hurried by deſpair 
My friend would plunge into the boiling deep, 


Look calmly on, and cry well done; tis right; 


This world is not for you; deſtroy yourſelf; 
And do it bravely, as becomes your ſpirit ?— 


But this is worſe, Death ends all human woes: 


But this is launching a weak ſlender bark 
inte a ſea of ſorrows, 

STRENT, 

Pray, good madam, 
None of your rhetoric, 
| VICTORIA, 
- Il affect not rhetoric, 
Tis truth. 5 
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STRENIL, | 
*Tis falſe, 
_ VICTORIA, 
My Lord, I ſhould be grieved 
To ſee the trial hazarded, —OL ymera! 
You're going in a ſudden fit of ſpleen 
To throw yourſelf away. ALrnonso has done i it, 


But diſagreeable ties fit not ſo heavy 


On his as on our ſex. Yet he's unhappy : 
 Self-ruined, blindly. hurried to his fate. 


For he has married from mere pique, I'm poſitive j | 


And loves you ſtill. That angry letter ſhews it. 


OLYMPIA, 

Love me! Ne' er name him more: it ſhocks me. 
2 "FICTORIA. 

| f Couſin, 

Is't poſſible a little paſſing guſt uk 
Of ſpleen ſhould drive you to devote your life 
To eternal diſcontent? To wed the man 
You cannot love—whom you deſpiſe * — Good 

Heaven! | 

The moment that you cool you'll give the world 

To have the deed undone, 
sTRENI. 9 

This is intolerable! 

VIcrox IA, you're too buſy, much too buſy. 

Meddle not here, I charge you. Mind your own 
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VICTORIA. 

My friend's are mine. Pray, good my Lord, 
What intereſt of my own have I to meddle? 
Tis neither vanity nor love of brawls, 

Im ſure, that makes me buſy. But is this 
A time for tame implicit complaiſance ? 
Can I fit ſtill, and ſilently approve, 
When thoſe I love are bent on deſperate deeds ? 
Call me officious and impertinent, 
As many meddlers as you chuſe, I care not. 
For be as angry as you pleaſe, at leaſt 
I will ppt my mind, 

-  STRENI, 

You're mad, you re mad,— 
You're mad, I tell you, 

VICTORIA, 
T may be. But dear ol vu, 


Why will you hurry on a change, at beſt 


So aweful; here moſt certainly ſo fatal? 
OLYMPIA, 
T is my father's will. 
victoria! _s 

Your father is 
Too good to exact obedience here, againſt 
Your inclination, Tis not "ry long ſince . 
He told you ſo. | | 

Vor. II. Ws - 
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S8rRENI. 
Good God! what muſt I bear? 
Is this exaction? Bleſs me! is it not 


Her own n free choice Pray, is it not, OLYMP14? 


OLYMPIA, 
Alas ! my father !— 
„ 
What would thou fay? 
OLYMPIA, | 
Forgive 


My wavering mind. I want not to retract 


My haſty promiſe, Only give me time, 
A little time, till old impreſſions die; 
That I may yield a more devoted heart, 


A heart more worthy of a good man's VOWS. 


5 STRENI, 
Heaven's curſe on all romance You've learnt, 
OLYMPIA, 


A delicacy foreign to this EE | 
Lou will, in ſpite of plain good ſenſe, refine 


Yourſelf into a fool, How many matches, 


And happy watches too, had ne'er been made, 
Were all your ſex as ſcrupulous as you are. 

But you're ſo fickle, now you ſay this . 
And now next year. 


OLYMPIA. 
Alas! it was my raſhneſs. 


— 
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[ hope my father will not urge againſt me 
IF What pation tortured from me, 
STRENI. 
Who can bent this? 


By Heaven I ſhall run mad! To have a — 
So obſtinate againſt her father's will ! ; 
Againſt her own good. fortune ! — Gracious 


Heaven! 
Why did you curſe me with a ſtubborn child! ? 


I but one, and ſhe's 
VICTORIA, _ 

Dear good my OY 
Why all this heat? Or ymyra knows her duty 
And only begs a little time— 

STRENI, - 
To ſhuffle, 

I'll have no more of that. I have too long 
nt, i Indulg'd her ſqueamiſh humour: but I will not 
Be longer trifled with in this, depend on't. 
And if ſhe is my daughter; if I live, 
This day ſhall make her, what ſhe ought to wiſh, 
Count cLavpio's wite: this * hour ſhall do it. 


7 By Heaven it ſhall. 1 
5 | VICTORIA. 
- But why to-day, my Lord? ? 


: Why ſhould it be ſo ſudden ? 
| R 2 
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STRENI. 
Tis my pleaſure, 
I'll have it ſo. Let me alone; 1 know ſure 
What I am doing. TY 
VICTORIA, 
Yet hear me, good my Lord— 
"CTHTHt; © | 
No more! I would not have you waſte your 
breath. | 
"Tis fix'd; and may I never taſte of bus 
If ought al ſhake me. 
VICTORIA, 
0 Heaven! 
OLYMPIA, 
- | Couſin, ſorbear. — 
1 it, father, to my perverſe fate 
That I've e er combated your ſacred will. 
Tis but in this I e' er could heſitate 
At one command of yours. You are e determined; 
And were it to my ruin, I obey. 
I've nn more to plead. 
. sTRENI. 
1 My deareſt child, 
Not to thy ruin; Heaven forbid ! I lead thee 
To honour, happines, eſtabliſh'd bliſs, 
Thou ſoon ſhalt be the envy of thy ſex, | 
And I the happieſt ther Heaven cer ſmil'd « on. 


„ 
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Come} let us go, and ſeize the proſperous hour; 
* e now, while fortune's in our power. 

VICTORIA. | 


Alas! alas! what fortune I foreſee 
In this, is black, and ends in miſery. 


4d 
ur | Ty | j 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


 ALPHONSO. 
Married! Then what a wretch art thou, Ar.- 
PHONSO ? 
Juſt married —Fates, I am your daily ſport. 
Born to be wretched, all my life has been 
A train of ſtrange miſchances, Married! and to 
My moſt deteſted foe! Death! muſt this be? 
It ſhall not, were all hell in arms to guard 
This imp of treachery, My quick revenge 
Shall burſt this fiend-tied.moſt unnatural . 
And make all villains quake 
A SERVANT, 
My Lady, Sir, 
The Counteſs will attend you. 


ALPHON SO, 


Tis well, I thank you,— 
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The Counteſs! Vengeance ! Oh 1 ſhall run 
mad |— 

My fluttering heart! She comes! L caught a 
8 ä 

| That 28 and t tortures me. 


SCENE IL 
ALPHONSO, OLYMPIA. 


| OLYMPIA, 
| Who's this? defend me! 
| What are you? ? 
 ALPHONSO, 
Need 1 tell my name, OLYMPIA? 2 
OLYMPIA, 


I hank no buſineſs with your name nor you, 
What dot. you hither ?— 
'  ALPHONS0, | 
| Stay, OLYMPIA, hear me, 
F 3 
Im not at t leiſure. — 
ALHONS.o. 
But, we part not fo, | 


I will be heard 
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OLYMPIA, 
Preſumptuous! are you mad? 
Let go my hand. 
ALPHONSO, 
"Twas mine—till fate and you 
OLYMPIA, 2 
Yours !—Never !—'Twas not fate but I that gave 
And my heart with it, to a man ten times [it, 
Your worth, It was my voluntary deed. 
= gave it to 
ALPHONSO, 
A villain, 
OLYMPIA, 
Tell him ſo. 
ALPHONSO, 
I will; ne'er doubt it: what ſhould hinder me? 
OLYMPIA, 
| You will? I like your manners, to abuſe 
My huſband to my face. 
ALPHONSO, | 
Your huſband ! plagues! 
A kpave that ſhould be married to the wheel,— 
And you t to call him huſband ! 
OLYMPIA, 
I'm not uſed 
"T 3 bigh ſpeeches with the mad, Go, 
leave me, 
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And keep your head-cool Good God! | 1 cannot 


think 
What brought you here, How ! leave your bride 
ſo ſoon !— : | 
I've had a lucky miſs. 
 ALPHONS0, 
N Alas, oLymeial 
How you miſtake! 
_ OLYMPIA, 
In what ? 
ALPHONSO, 
Both you and 1 


Are monſtrouſly abuſed; the meereſt dupes 
That artful villainy and capricious fate 
Ever combined to laugh at. 

| __ OLYMPIA, 

How ? 

ALPHONSO. 4] 

Good God! 

Can you imagine, were I fo engaged 

As you conceive, I ſhould ſo far depart 
From all propriety as this day to ſtun you 
With impertinent complaints? | 
„ a. „ 
O Heaven! what mean you? 
| ALPHONSO, 
While you remain thus ignorant of the truth, 
My conſcious honour ſo forſakes me, that 
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not if i deem myſelf the traitor you ſuppoſe n me, 
| ons know, OLYMPIA 
8 OLYMPIA, 
What? 
ALPHONSO, 


| There never was 
A heart more true to tenderneſs than mine, 


'Twas your's, tis your's; you reign unrivaled 


there; 
You ever did, and ever ſhall: 1 ſcorn | 
al other vows. 
| ot v MIA. 
Bleſs me ! you rave indeed. 
This i is ſtrange talk for a new-married man! 
ALPHONSO, 
You will not underſtand me, dear O0LYMPIA— 
I am not married. 

OLYMPIA. | 
Horrors! Did I hear you? 
Not married! wi 

= ALPHONSO, 
” 0. 
OLYMPIA, 
Not married! 
ALPHONSO, 
No, ol YMPIA. 


8 
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OLYMPIA, 


Not married Oh ſach monſtrous villainy! 
I'm dizzy—hold me—ah !— 
ALPHONSO, 
What ſhall Ido? Dear dear oLYN IA ah me! 
J fear ſhe's dead. A fad and mortal paleneſs 
O'erſpreads her lovely face—Theſe hands are cold 
And damp as clay She does not breathe—O God, 
She's gone for ever Dead, dead, dead, ol vMPIA! 
O horrible hour II follow thee, —yes, thou 
Shalt be my angel to conduct my flight 
From this baſe world. She ſtirs the deadly hue 
Shifts from her cheek—ſhe breathes —ſhe ſighs— 
OLympial 
| OLYMPIA, 
Where am I?—Ah— 
ALPHONSO, 
Lift theſe ſweet eyes again. 
OLYMPIA, 
Alas, 81 is no dream! I am awake. 
It is AL rHONSsOI—will no ſhock deſtroy m me? 
Ah! when ſhall I be dead? 
ALPHONSO, 

Talk not of dying. — 
Ournpra; when you 1 this world to me 
Becomes a waſte: tis little better now. 

OLYMPIA, 

What blows of fate the wretched may ſurvive! ! 


LS 


Quite inconceivable! 
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The worſt T had to fear is come upon me; 
And yet I hve 1—But— 
ALPHONSO. 
Something in that look 
Made beauty dreadful, 
OLYMPIA, 
Oh, my fatal 0 
Alas, Au.vnonso !—yet what could I do? 
Provoked by falſe intelligence—how falſe 
Is yet a myſtery: $TUR10, an honeſt man, 
Your friend, produced it. Was there room to 
doubt 15 
Of his integrity? your well-known hand 
Confirmed it. God of Heaven! I muſt ſuppoſe 
Your friend corrupted, and that letter forged. 
What ?—T tore it haſtily ; yet ſtill 
It was ſo perfectly your hand, O villainy ! 
Ingenious villainy ! *twould have amazed you. 
© ALPHONSO, 
Alas! this myſtery is ſoon unravelled, 


Forgive th' intemperance of a frantic fit: 


Twas mine, OLYMPIA. 
1 CLVINMIA. 


This is ſtranger ſtill, 


ALPHONSO, 
I'll tell you all: 
And when I've done judge if I was to blame, 
"oY * 
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My father, as you know, when all his arts 

And intereſt fail'd to mitigate the King, 

Would needs himſelf accompany my exile. 

So much he ſlomached the diſgrace, he ſwore 

The burning vault ſhould ſwallow Naples ere 

He touched its ſhore again. Beſides, he felt 

Too much his friend Lord sTRENI's altering 
mind. | 5 3 555 

He dwelt on that; it ſtung him keenly: me 

It only mortified. He ſtrove in vain 

To rouſe me to reſentment. Inwardly 

He burnt for ſome fair opportunity, 

That I might be the firſt to cancel vows 

Which srRENI ſeemd not forward to confirm, 

The opportunity he wiſhed for came 

As fate had winged it. For I had not long 

Pin'd at Palermo, when a friendſhip grew 

Between my father and the Count castrTa; 

Who from ſome diſcontent had long before 

Retired from Naples thither, and ſtill loved 

By ſympathy whoever hated Naples. 

This noble Count, proud of his ancient blood, 

Had two young daughters, The eldeſt jur 14, 

Some time had lived confined for an attempt 

To ſteal a marriage with a youth whoſe family, 

Tho” not obſcure, he thought no match for his, 

Now grown impatient of his jealous cares, 

It pleaſed him in my favour to let flip 


Tring 
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Some diſtant hints, which with a ranc'rous joy 
My father ſnatched ; he preſſed me eagerly 
To ſeize th* occaſion: as inflexibly 
I waved the unwelcome offer. Till at laſt 
There went a rumour made my blood run cold, 
That my falſe rival's ſuit was daily proſpering. 
When TI look back, *twas his own crafty lie, 
For I can trace it to his emiſſaries; 


Tho', blinded then and giddy with deſpair 


And jealouſy, too eaſily was I wrought on 
To give it credit, What confirmed it too 
Was that to all my frequent letters, one 


Reply had ne'er been made, 


OLYMPIA, 
Oh Heaven !—not one 


| of all thoſe letters ever came to chear 


My deſolate mind. I gueſs'd the cauſe, it ſeems, 
Too truly. But proceed. 
| ALPHONSO, 
Long urg'd and teiz'd 
In vain, at laſt provoked I made my ſuit; 
Which, from a coy reception, by degrees 
Was. kindly entertained: but ſtill it made 


A ling' ring progreſs, which I more rejoiced 
Than grieved at, For, tho' juL1a was compleat 
In all the engaging ways that could be wiſhed 


In a companion; and, tho' ſcarce a beauty, 


Had perſonal charms ſufficient to ſurprize 
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A vacant breaſt; yet, ah oLymyia ! mine 

Still with vain efforts ſtruggled to ſhake off 

Its firſt lov'd conqueror's ſway; and ſtill I hoped: 

Till with ſuch plauſible conſiſtent ſtrokes 

Your marriage was reported, that ſelf-flattery 

No longer could amuſe me. By this our fathers, 

Tired with a dallied courtſhip, hurryingly 

Urged on the treaty, and the day was fix'd. 

Twas now juſt not arrived, when late at night 

Your letter came. Never was mortal breaft 

So tortured with conflicting powers; with joy, 

With anxious hopes and OY Tears, ſhame, 
honour, 

Not for all Sicily would I again 

Endure that reſtleſs night's perplexity, 

Tho' 'twas determined in my mind, howe'er 

The world might clamour, that all other intereſts, 

All other decencies and duties, ſhould 

Yield to my engagement. The morning came 

On which I had to deal with difficulties 

That no addreſs, without ſome miracle, 

Seemed equal to encounter, When, behold— 

JoL14 was fled !—Good God! my lighten'd ſoul. 

Grew mad with joy.—I took a haſty leave, 

And hied me hither. , 


OLYMPIA, 


Ah! ou came, ALPHONSO, 
7 : 
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But juſt too late. But Heaven would have it 
ſo.— „ 
I'm doom'd to wretchedneſs 
ALPHONSO. 
. Alas, ol VM PIA! 
Think on my miſery ! 
| OLYMPIA, 


We both are at 


By thoſe who loved us, and have been too buſy 


To make us happy. 
| ALPHONSO, 

| Is there no reſource? 
No means to burſt thro? all thoſe rotten ties, 
The work of treachery ? Sure there are, ol YM IA! 
Heaven does not hear involuntary vows, 
Vows cunningly ſurprized, or made in anger. 
Shall the heart's vows, the ties of mutual love, 
Old plighted faith, and ſympathy of ſouls, 


| Yield to a mere cold formal obligation? 


It muſt not be. I claim the elder right: 
You were by all conſents devoted mine, 
Before this ſelfiſh inſincere profane 
Intruder ever ſaw you, Dear ol YM IA, 


Let us oppoſe fair arts to impious fraud, 
I have the means at hand to ſnatch you from 


This fatal place, to where the pureſt vows 


May ſoon before the holy ſhrine diſpel 


The ſorcery of thoſe ſacrilegious rites; | 
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And to its lawful owner render back 
Th' inviolated prize. 
OLYMPIA, 
Alas! alas! 
ALenoxs0, this is raving. 
| ; . ALPHONSO, 
Where's the difficulty ? 2 
The night comes on to favour this exploit. 
Let us not curſe our timid hearts hereafter _ 
Becauſe for fear of little ſqualls we loſt 
The tide of fortune.—Ah pity me, ol xNPIA 
To live without you is deſpair and frenzy. 
I will not live upon ſuch terms. 
OLYMPIA, 
| „ Alas! 
What you propoſe is neither fit nor practicable. 


We needs muſt part yes, we mult part for ever. 


Farewell, AL PHONSsO ? Leave me to my fate; 
No matter what it be. Farewell, farewell - 
And when you think of me drop a ſad tear, 
And ſay there was a maid that lov'd me more 
Than her own life. My kindeſt wiſhes ſtill 
Attend you with a warmth no time can cool ; 


And my laſt enn 2 bleſs "Tn Again Fares - 


well. 
| ALPHONSO, 


We mult not part. 


Fa! 


S's, 
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OLYMPIA, 
We muſt, we muſt, Farewell. 

heard a foot; it comes this way.—lf e'er 
You loved me, leave this place without oy, 
Stay not a moment NOD AL ALPHONSO |— 
Farewell for ever! 

ALPHONSO, 

Stay, oLY MIA: ſtay!— 

She's gone! O Heaven! 


CL NEE 
ALPHONSO, CLAUDIO. 


CLAUDIO. 


8 Good God! it is Al Hνõ. 
This is aſtoniſhing ! My dear dear friend, 
This unexpected pleaſure quite tranſports me. 


Thrice welcome, dear aLÞPHonso!t 


ALPHONSO, 
| Generous AUDIO, 
I ow it, and I thank your courtly words, 


Would thoughts were viſible, that it might appear 
With what ſincerity we love each other. 


But compliments apart, pray are you not 
Aſhamed to ſee me? 
A 'D 
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CLAUDIO, 


2 3 © 


Why, 4LPHONS0O ? 
ALPHONSO, 

= MAY; 

I know how nobly ſome deſpiſe all ſhame. 
But are you not afraid to ſee the man 
Who feels his wrongs, and will no longer. bear 

'em? | | 
CLAUDIO. 

I never was ; afraid to meet my foe, 

Much leſs to ſee my friend. You have no cauſe 
I'm ſure, aLyHoxs0, not to be my friend. 
Were all the truth known it would ſoon appear 
How from my heart I am, and ſtill have been, 
My generous brave aLeHoxso's, Hitherto | 
Indeed my friendly aims have till been croſs'd; 
And I have felt it more perhaps than you. 
Tho' now thoſe rubs to me ſeems rather fortunate: 
For little ſteps, by which each aſs can climb, 
Are rather checks to merit, and diſgrace 
Generous ambition; which at one bold flight 

Should ſeize a ſtation worthy of itſelf, 
And now the time draws near, when I ſhall prove 
By deeds with what ſincerity I ſtill 
Have lov'd AL rHOR SO. Something that may ſuit 
Aſpiring worth I purpoſe to reſign; 
And but retain it till my intereſt has 
Secured it yours. Nay were you not my friend, 


bear 


ove 


ſuit 


nd, 
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Of all men living I ſhould wiſh it yours: 
Becauſe I love my country as I ought, 
And would be honoured in my ſucceſſor. 

ALPHONSO, 
Fine words ! enough to make a gull of one 
That did not know you. But they colt you no- 
thing.— 
You talk of friendſhip ! and to me, preſumptuous! 
You never was a friend, nor ever can be: 
I know what ſpurious metal you are made of. 
I come not here to dangle or amuſe 
The fool of hope with catching ſlippery promiſes. 
I ſcorn the paultry ſport.— Vet there's one favour, 
The only one that I ſhall ever deign 
To aſk or to receive of you. 
CLAUDI1O, 
What's that ? 
 ALPHON80, 

There is a fountain in the grove behind 
The gardens, if you'll meet me there alone 


Within this half hour, twill oblige me. 


cable. 
6 | Ha! ha! 
If one could gueſs why, this would ſeema challenge, 


ns re pleaſant, dear aLyHonso, Ha! ha! ha! 


ALPHONSO, 


| You will not laugh it off ſo. 


3 
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CLAUDIO. 


"JE you' re betont, 
Why mould I from the mere contagion of 

An angry look, or a few haſty words, 

Give up my calm mind to a giddy ſtorm? 

Or be with impotent madneſs drawn into 

The eddy of my erring friend's conceits ? 

If when my friend is drunk with cauſeleſs rage 
I loſe my ſober temper, I become 

The greater lunatic, Hear me, good ALPHONS0: 
T can and dare; but yet I ſhould be ſorry 

To uſe my ſword without ſome ſolid cauſe, 

T muſt be a ſolid cauſe indeed that ſpurs me 
To point it at the honeſt breaſt of one 
T've lov'd ſo truly. And, for all your anger, 
Believe me (for I know myſelf and you) 
Which of us ever falls, the other leads 

A life of horror and remorſe no time 

Can ever cure, Then ere we fight at leaſt 

Let us explain ourſelves. Tis chiefly from 
Fantaſtic jealouſies, childiſh fits of ſpleen, 
Miſtakes on one ſide and falſe pride on th” other, 


That honeſt men e'er quarrel,—Pray, ALPHONSO, 


In what have 1 offended? 
AL HONsO. 
Holy Heaven 
Who would not think this cheat a ſaint, an oracle! 
But there's no devil to a ſmooth-tongued villain, — 
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In what have you offended ?—Hark ye, tell me 
ons, Who was it that procured my baniſhment ? 
who was it that embargoed ſacred truth, 

To give free traffic to pernicious lies ? 
And by the moſt perfidious arts contriv'd 
To ſep between me and my deareſt right? 
I ſee by your look you're innocent of the matter. 
Deny it if you dare, I'll force the lie 
Down that falſe throat. 
one CLAUDIO, 
In one not given to wine; 

Such frolics muſt proceed from want of ſleep. 

Calm theſe wild ſpirits with one night's repoſe, | 

And then I'Il talk with you. 
er, ALPHONSO, 

Buffoon, no ſhuffling ! 

One «ut us two ſhall ſleep his laſt to- night. 

You'll meet me preſently. 

Sy CLAUDIO. | 
| Excuſe me now, 
I m otherways engaged, 
her, ALPHONSO, 
VSO, | Lou lie. 
| CLAUDIO. 
Beware, 


age 


I muſt not hear this. 
icle? 5 AL HORSO. 
n.— a Lou lie. 
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CLAUDIO.. 
_ Nay, then— 
| ALPHONSO. 


A ab! k 
Well aimed to mils. Now have at your falſe 
heart. 


8 E N E Iv. 


ALPHONSO, CLAUDIO, STREXT, 
and Servants. 


sTRENI. 
What” s this? what's this? Good Heaven beat 
| down their ſwords.— 
Hold, hold, I charge you,—Part them Are you 
mz 
Pray how began this fray ? 2 ALPHONSO, cLAUDIO, | 
You're both my friends, and I am ſhocked to ſee 
Such hot-brained work between you, How be- 

the? | 
Goyouand wait without—Pray who began this: 
Come, CLAvupio, tell me,—was it you? 

| CLAUDIO. 

My Lord, | 

Ince began a quarrel —Let me breathe firt— 
And * III tell Tn 
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ALPHONSO. 8 

Nay, twas I; I own it, — 11 

Who elſe had reaſon to compleint Twas I, bY 
Provoked by monſtrous injuries, who gave 1 

ſe 9355 1 
Opprobrious truths a vent. But twas not I, 14 

Who like a cut- throat, an inſidious coward, =_ 


Aimed at my unguarded enemy's heart. I'm ſorry 
It ſhould have happened here. I did not mean 
To ſcare the peace of this reſpected houſe | 

With angry deeds. 


ETRENI. 
Young blood is hot, 1 
When I was young like you my ſword would ach 
: At every light offence : where none was meant 

I've been too madly brave. But when the fit 
Was fairly fought out, it never failed to end 

In warmeſt friendſhip. Truſt me we have wept. 

With generous paſſion, at the ſudden change 

From bloody ftrife to cordial amity. 

There is no joy to that which noble foes 

At reconcilement feel. Come, come, your hands; 
Yours CLAUDIO, yours ALPHON 50. Come, em- 
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brace: i 
Be friends for ever. 0 
| CLAVDIO, 11" 

I have ever been, 


And ſtill ſhall be'aLenons0's. 
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ALPHONSO, 


As ſincerely D 
Shall 1 be cLavio's,—But you'll meet me ? | 1 
CLAUDIO, | 8 
Tes. 
| © ALPHONSO, 
Directly. 8 

| | CLAUDIO, 
Doubt not. ( 
ALPHONSO, N 


Till then farewell. Good night. 
My Lord, I muſt away. If you have ought 
To do at Naples, I'm your poſt; for there | 
I muſt be ere 1 e 

STRENI, | 
Good night, ALPHONSO, | 

Tm ſorry for this haſte: next time we meet 
I hope to taſte your company at more leiſure. 


8 TY: 
STRENI, CLAUDIO. 


2 105 STRENI. | 
How does my Count ? You are not hurt I hope ? 
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CLAUDIO, 
Not hurt, my Lord, but truly much amazed. 
I did not dream to meet AL HONSO here; 
Still leſs that we ſhould quarrel. 
S8 STRENI. 
"Tis no wonder, 
CLAUDIO, 
Not, that he ſhould, before his wedding day 
Could well be over, traverſe land and ſea 
In ſearch of quarrels? 
STRENI, 
There's your miſtake, my friend. 
That marriage came to nothing, 
| | CLAUDIO, 
Is is poſſible? 
STRENI, 
Tis true, 
 CLAUDIO, 
Nay: then no wonder he ſhould ſeek 
To pierce my heart thro'. But how could this 
happen? 1 85 
| STRENI, 2 
I've learnt it but juſt now, Tis ſo. Within 
P11 tell you how. | 
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SCENE VL 
CLAUDIO, an Officer. 


OFFICER, 
My Lord, my Lord, Lord eLavvio! 
CLAUDIO, 
Ha! who is | this: ?— my watchful friend? what 
news? | | 
There's horror in thy look. 
OFFICER, 
5 Fly, fly, my Lord. 
This inſtant fly. They'll preſently be here. 
Your life is fold, Fly, fly. 
| CLAUDIO, 
My life ? 
' OFFICER, 
Your kinſman 
Has bought his own with yours. 
 'CLAUDIO. 
I thank him. Come, 
8 Thy hand, I owe thee much; and if I live 
Thou'rt made for ever, 


lat 
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OFFICER, 
Ah! my good Lord, But fly. 

Loſe not a moment. Could I but contrive 

To miſdirect their ſearch.—I'Il try. 

 CLAUDIO, 
| | Farewell, 
Succeſs attend you, 


SCENE VII. 


What a fool was I 


Not to have laid this prating knave aſleep, 
'This tell-tale coward, when I ſafely might ? 
But that's too late.— What' s next? — I'll meet my 


foe.— 


5 This challenge happens well. For if he drops, 


J fly for that; no other crime ſuppoſed 

To ſtartle me. Tis ſomething, plauſibly 

'To ſhun the fire-edge of a nation's vengeance, 
And to gain time gives art and fortune room 
To work ſuch happy wonders, that deſpair 


Should never ſeize the wiſe, But ſhould I fall 


By this impetuous boy. Vet better fo 
Than give the curious mob a holiday 
To ſee my head jump off.— But then he comes 


92 
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A conqueror to poſſeſs my bridal bed; 

And meet with mutual ardour virgin charms 
That fruitleſſy were mine, — That's worſe than 

death! 

It muſt not be. Againſt a deadly foe 

All arts are juſtified. —Thou dy'ſt, Al rHONsO. 

Prepare to meet a ſterner bride, I come: 
Pleaſe Heaven thou ſhalt not triumph in my doom. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


sxExI, VICTORIA. 


'STRENI, 
"Tis but a quam, a fit o th' ſpleen, that 8 all, 


*Twill ſoon blow over. 
| VICTORIA, 
Conſider it not ſo fightly, 
My Lord: ſhe's dreadfully ill; ſo much unhinged 
The down that hardly lights Winnt turn the ſcale 
And ſink her paſt recovery. . twas frightful 


To ſee her agonies! 
SsTRENI. 


How was ſhe taken? 


A TRASH a 


VICTORIA. 


With a countenance ſo changed T hardly knew her, 


Sobbing and trembling, ſhockingly pale as from 
A mortal wound, ſhe burſt into the room 


And flounced upon the floor, I flew to raiſe her; 
| Let me lie ſtill and die, ſhe ſaid : half raiſed 


Flat on her face ſhe ruſh'd again, and lay 
Like one abandoned to deſpair. Aſtoniſh'd 
What this ſhould mean, I learnt at laſt a tale 


Enough to make her mad indeed. —You know it. 


STRENI, 
It happened ill; *twas pity. But what next? 
s VICTORIA, 


After the ſad recital, long ſhe fat 


Penſive, and loſt in thought: one might as well 
Have talk'd to a ſtatue; at laſt ſhe ſtarted up 


And walk'd about and muttered frantickly. 


Muſic, her favourite ſtudy and delight, 


I hoped might calm her; but no ſooner ruſhed 
The harmony on her ears than down ſhe ſunk 
Upon a couch, and wept immoderately. 
I thought my heart would have broke. — 
STRENI, 
My poor oLYmeia! 
VICTORIA. | 


I ſent to ſtop the muſic. After a pauſe 


Of ſilent grief, a fit of laughing ſeized ber, 
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So violent, ſo unnatural as it ſeemed, 
Twas perfectly ſhocking. It left her we ex- 
hauſlted; 
And now ſhe ſleeps. 


' STRENI. 
______ She has had ſuch fits before, 
This kind repoſe will cure her. Poor oLvmela 
Has ever been too ſenſible to grief, | 
To joy, to all impreſſions; the misfortune 
Of delicate ſpirits, which ſhake at every guſt 
That blows or hot or cold. Do, my vicrtos14, 
- Go keep all quiet, and when ſhe wakes ſend 

 mather. | 
She'll ſoon be well. 

VICTORIA, 
Would I were ſure of 1 
SrRENI. 

O never - dab it. — Who's there? How I'm 

beſet | 
With teizing cares and fretful circumſtances ! 
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e ex- 


SCENE I. 
. | STRENT, à Servant. 
STRENI. 


Of thoſe that went to ſearch ? 
SERVANT. 
Not one, my Lord. 
sagn. 
You ſent them different ways? 
| SERVANT. 
My Lord, I did. 
OY STRENI. | 
I doubt ſome miſadventure. Go, LoxENnzo, 
Speed me the news whate'er they be, and rid me 
Of this ſuſpenſe. | 


No news s yet of the Count? not one returned yet | 
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8 C Nit. 


STRENI. 
There's miſchief in the wind, 
| He flipt abruptly from me, after ſome 
Ambiguous words, which then I did not mark, 
They've ſurely met. That reconcilement was 
A ſham to blind me. I remember now | 
At ſhaking hands oy whiſper'd ſomething.— 
Death! 3 
I might have gueſs'd it, But who could have 
dreamt 
He would have been ſo ak ? What, in the name 
Of all that's blundering, could provoke a man 
Of courage ſo well proved, at ſuch a time 
To meet a foe whoſe challenge at any time 
He might more to his dignity refuſe ? _ 


Curſe on bis l-tim'd valour!—T hope he's kid. 


By heaven I care not! Such romantic fools 


Should have no friends, and when they fall de- 


ſerve 

No pity.—Gods! will none come a in 
To tell me he lies cold? Here comes the tale. 
Out with it—ſpeak—the worſt at once. 


TRAGEDY, © 26 


STRENI, 4 Servant. 


SERVANT, 
My Lord, 
The BY are all beſet with armed men, 
STRENI. 


Confuſion | What is this? What armed men:? 

Is this young ruſſian mad ? From its firm baſe 

He heaves this marble-pillar'd caſtle firſt, 

And mounts it on the wind—He force theſe gates! 


Were he an earthquake ſhot from hell he ſhould | 


not. — 
What armed men? 
SERVANT. 
The ſervants of the ſtate, 
STRENI, 8 
0 God! God! God! 
© SERVANT. 
Their leading officer, 
** Lord, deſires an audience. 
| STRENI, 
Send him hither, 
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SCENE V. 


 STRENI, 

O monſtrous! monſtrous! O amazing villain ! 
I'm ſtupified to death. The world might ruſh 
And I not feel it now. 


SCENE VL 
$STRENI, OFFICERS. 


OFFICER, | 
My Lord, I come 
On an unpleaſing duty, to demand 
On the ſtate's part, one whom may juſtice find 
Without a flaw, a gueſt of this fair roof— 
COUNT” CLAUDIO, 
STRENI. 

Sir, he was here, but is gone; 
And may all plagues go with him, Sir, he's va- 
niſhed. é 


He diſappeared, as fiends do, ſuddenly. 
- By this he ſhakes all hell with laughing at 
Our fruitleſs ſearch. 
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OFFICER, 


My Lord, you cannot mean 
To hide him from the ſtate, Th' attempt were 


_ 
Might turn ſuſpicion into certainty. 
1. Where'er he be, if I may judge, my Lord, 
1 Twere wiſe he ſhould ſurrender, 


STRENI, 5 
Sir, this houſe [Rings.] 
Is open to you; find him if you can, 
Theſe walls ſhall ſcreen no traitor, If he's 1250 
I'm much deceived, 
| OFFICER, 
| I doubt not, good my Lord, 
Tore well known honour, But the ſtate's com- 
mand 5 
Muſt punctually be followed; and I hope 
My Lord will pardon to onr preſent office 
What rigid form exacts. 
TE STRENI, | 
You're weltemis. Sir, 1 
Who s there? Lok EN Zo, ſhew theſe Gentlemen 
That if there lurks a traitor here, this houſe 
Is ſick till it diſgorge him. 
OFFICER, 
After what 
You have declared, my Lord, our ſearch becomes 


2 
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A fruitleſs office, a mere ceremony; 
Which * excuſe. 


srRENI. 
O Sir, moſt ah 


SCENE VI. 


STRENI, 
O this infernal traitor ! what could move him 
T' abuſe me thus !—He thought perhaps to ſcreen 
His frauds by my alliance. Subtle fool, 
This unaccompliſh'd treaty binds us not. 
Or if it did; were he my daughter's huſband, 
And ſhe a mother by him, he ſhould find me 
No patron of his crimes. Ah poor oLymeia! 
How I have plagued myſelf and tortured thee, 
To match thee thus unworthily Death and hell! 
What madneſs, what curs'd dæmon, prompted me 
T' anticipate the day? Had J not been 
Bereft of judgment and all patience this 
Diſgrace could ne'er have We us.— O fool! 
O ſhame! 
To be this felon's tool! vet who could dream 
He ſhould be ſuch a villain ? How unſhaken, 
He ſtood what confcious 1 innocence might ſhrink 
At! | | 
But callous villainy feels no ſhame——— 
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SCENE VII 


STRENI, @ Servant. 


SERVANT, | 
POPs My Lord, | 
I bring diſaſtrous news. 
en STRENI, 2 5 
Let thoſe who ne'er j 
Have felt misfortune ſtart when ſorrow's named, bs 
For me I grow ſo hardened to all ſhocks | 
I might defy the fates. Then tell thy tale, F 
Were it as mortal as the cannon's mouth i 
Diſcharge i it on mine ear. | 
| . SERVANT, i 
| My Lord, —aLrfonso 1 
Is kill'd- e iow | 9 
 STRENI, i 
Unfortunate youth! | 
SERVANT, 
The Count is fled, 
With u fifty horſemen at his heels, 
STRENIL, 
1 grieve 


For poor ALPHONSO,—Where found you. him ? 
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SERVANT. 
75 In the Grove. 
Shot thro? the breaſt; ; juſt dropt; his hand clinch'd 
His half-drawn ſword, Lon 
STRENI, 


O © murderous villain bs, 


55 compoſe the body privately; and let 


No whiſper of this ſad event ſteal out 
T' alarm too tender ears,— 


SCENE H. 


| STRENI, 
A h poor ol Turi! 
How ſhall thy tottering ſenſes bear this ſhock ? 
Had I not fatally interpoſed thou might iſt 
Have been the happieſt— | 


 STRENT, VICTORIA. | 
' VICTORIA, 


O my Lord! my Lord — 


STRENI, 


What now, VICTORIA} 2 


VICTORIA. 
Poor ol YNTI4!— 


STRENI, 
| Wane! 

| ' VICTORIA, 

, o mad! mad! mad! The poor _ creature's 
mad! 

STRENI, 

Juſt heaven forbid ! 

5 | VICTORIA. 


| Alas! it is too ſure,— 
Juſt now from a moſt unquiet fleep, that ſeem'd 
Nature conflicting with deſpair, ſhe ſtarted; 
Cried murder! murder! help! arenonso's mur- 

-. aa: - | 
Then with ſuch wildneſs in her looks and action, 
Such frantic vehemence of terror, grief, 

And pity, ſhe addreſs'd th' inviſible air; 
It chill'd us all with horror, —You'd have thought 
ALrHronso had been kill'd indeed, and that 
His OED ſtood there, | 
STRENI, 
Amazement ! 
VICTORIA, 
By and by 
She flew- to the window; whence her delicate 
frame 
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Is with convulſive violence ſo poſſeſs'd, 
Tas all that three of us could do to hinder 


Afatal leap, 


sTRENI. . 
Heaven guard my child ! [Going] 
OLYMPIA, behind the Scenes, 
1 = Ow 
Away! 1 8 
| 5 STRENI. 
Huſh! 

© OLYMPIA, 
Hold me not, good fiends ! 

In God's name vaniſh! Fly, fly, wy 
WOMAN. 


Derr Madam !— 
8 C E N E XI. 
STRENT, VICTORIA, OLYMPIA, 
Women. © 
OLYMPIA, 


Dear me no dear ! I'II not be dear'd. Avaunt, 
Ye wheedling witches ! 1 know who * you | 


x. what. 
OF, I conjure you—Go——Hah! ! what are theſe! 
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sTRENI. 
How does my deareſt child ! 
OLYMPIA, _ 
This looks ſo like 
My father, and ſpeaks ſo like him! 
STRENI, 


I am, I am, 
Doſt thou not know me ? | 
OLYMPIA, 
Are you not a ghoſt then? ? 


Mere viſible nothing, as ineſſential 
As the vain rainbow? With reverence let me 


| touch | | | 
Four hand, I ſhall know by that.—O tis, tis, 
My real father, let me kiſs for ver [tis 


This ſacred hand. T'11 never part with it more. 
But why d'ye look ſo ſad? There's ſomething | 
troubles you. 
STRENI, 

Alas, my child! 
| OLYMPIA, 

O do not weep ; that's dreadful. 
My heart is ready to break to ſee you thus: 
And yet I cannot weep. Oh! Oh!—Come, this 
Let us go home. | [ways 
SENI. 5 
Thocu'rt there already. 
Vn 4 | 
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OLYMPIA, 
O fye 
That you ſhould talk lo !—D'yeſee theſe creatures? 
STRENI, 
Yes, 


Your faithful ſervants, 

ER ©» OLYMPIA, 
Witches! witches! witches! 

The mermaids of the burning ſea! Heaven ſnatch 

us 
From theſe enchanted walls rd. arch conjurer 
Will ſoon be here, and then all's loſt,— _ 
STRENI, 
| 3 Who's that? 
OLYMPIA, 5 
His name is I forgot it, but you may gueſs.— 
Do not be angry. My head's confuſed a little: 
But I hope I ſaid no harm. I named nobody: 
_ Yet I'm afraid you're angry, FO blaſt me not 
With —_ caries ! | 
|  STRENI, 
| | Heaven for « ever bleſs 
My Ceareſt child! 
if | OLYMPIA, 
Indeed you are too 1 3321 
To your poor unduteous daughter. Heaven and 
you 
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Forgive my crimes ! that I ny die when I 


pleaſe, — 
(0) curſe on all miſtakes! 
STRENI, 
What doſt thou mean ? 
OLYMPIA, 


T'll tell you when the miſts are 58 1 have it. 
I chid AL rHORsoO cruelly Heaven forgive me ! 


Indeed he was not ſuch a fickle coxcomb 

As ſome ſuppoſe. —They told me he was married; 

But I know other matters. Oh! oh! oh !— 
 STRENI, 1 

Kind Heaven reſtore her precious wits again, 

And puniſh me with any other plague 


But this 


OLYMPIA, 


D'ye know what I dreamt laſt night ?—Oh *twas 


A hideous fancy |— 
STRENI. 


Never mind dreams, my child. 


OLYMPIA, 


The Moon ſpoke to me ! Twas horrible. Yet that 
Was a trifle to what happened afterwards, — 
O this head! this head | 


I cannot put it into words; but while 
Such dreams are going who would dare to 
ſleep ?— 
I have not ſlept this Sk - 
ED 
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176 THE FORCED MARRIAGE, 
VICTORIA, 
Come, dear e OLYMPIA, 
Tis "INI come go to bed. "I cn by your 
ſide, 
While ſweet repoſe diſolve theſe idle ſears. 
Let us to bed. 
| © OLYMPIA, 
Away Are you a witch too! 
Lou league againſt me too ?—Couſin of vengeance, 
Hark you, I'll never go to bed; T'll die firſt. — 
O fye, fye, fye! to what would you betray me! 
Go, go, vile ſhocking creature 
STRENI. 
This to vicToRIA, 


Your deareſt friend, OLYMPIA? 
| OLYMPIA, 
Yes, my friewd 1 
Such friends as Heaven defend me from My 
friend, | 
To ſnatch the antidote of all ſorcery from me ? 
The balm that heals all wounds, —Ah "wo rea 


truſty one; 
Would I had known you r 
| | STRENI, 
What means this ? 
VICTORIA. 


Mere jealous fancies, ſick imaginations, 
Like all the relt. 


A TRAGEDY, m 
' OLYMPIA, 
Hark ye :—Nay if you weep 


I've done. I'm ſuch a tender-hearted fool. — 
Ah vicToORIA, VICTORIA |— 
| VICTORIA. 
Dear dear oLYMPia!— 
OLYMPIA, 
Huſh ! What s that? Let me go. 


He' 8 coming. 
VICTORIA. 


Who, my dear 


Tis cLAUD Io. Hide me 


srRENI. 
He'll trouble thee no more,—He' s gone. 
OLYMPIA, ' 
Ah! would- 

I had never ſeen him! that's my prayer, and if 
There' s any harm in it—O Heaven !—See there ! 

STRENI, 
Bleſs theel What” s there ? 

OLYMPIA, 
See! See! 


STRENI. 


See what, my child? 


OLYMPIA, 


D' ye aſk ? 
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178 THE FORCED MARRIAGE, 
'STRENI, 
What ſhould I ſee ? 
OLYMPIA, 
| A ſight to break 
A heart of rock, and make the lion whine 
Like a whipt ſpaniel.— Al v Hon so pale and bloody! 
O miſery, miſery! O moſt lamented youth ! 
Who did this cruel ſtern remorſeleſs deed 
No miracle can undo!--Dead, murder'd, butcher'd! 
Speak, I conjure you. Dear dreadful viſion, ſay 
What ruffian ſhall be torn on the wheel for this ? 
Ohl! 'tis not to be born to ſee you look ſo.— 
Speak if thou canſt—He's gone! 
i 
Alas! my child, 
Thou ſpeak'ſt to the winds, 
| OLYMPIA. 
Good God! vicroua!. 
VICTORIA, 
Twas a mere fancy, for ALl r HORsO lives; 
And lives, I hope, for many happy days 
With his oLYMIA. = 
_ OLYMPIA. 
Inſupportable 
Muſt I be juggled out of my ſenſes thus ? 
It ſeems I am a child, a fool. Wiſe couſin, 
Pray do not laugh at me: do not, I ſay, 


8 


For ſuch a monſter? 


A TRAGEDY. 179 


5 And yet it may be wit perhaps to jeſt 
With torture and deſpair. 


VICTORIA. 
Can you ſuſpe& me 


OLYMPIA. 
Did you not ſee him plainly? 
„ VICTORIA, 

Believe me, no. 

OLYMPIA. 
Thar s ſtrange: that's — indeed! 

STRENI. 

How deadly pale, 

She's 1 9 Thou'rt ſick, my hd, 
OLYMPIA. 


Too well, too well! 
Only a little chillneſs wanders o'er me. — 
Hark how my ears ring! Lend me your hand, 
VICTORIA. 
VICTORIA, 


| Alas! thou ſhudder'ſt ſo thou canſt not Rand. 


Cold ſweats bedew thee; thou'rt trendy to faint, 
dear girl, 


Come, lean upon this couch. So,— 


OLYMPIA, 
As you will. 
Do with me what you pleaſe, —Ha! there again! 


180 THE FORCED MARRIAGE, 
Now if you do not ſee him you re blind hear 


father 
Behold ! ſee there l—I come, I come, ALPHON $0! 


| Receive me, Heaven—and you— 
STRENI. 
| Ab! hold her up! 
She falls like one ſhot thro” the brain, | 1 
VICTORIA, 


WIE 


Alas! 
She's dead ! dead1 dead ! | 
sTRENI. 
Tis but a fit I hope. — 
Fold up her head.— Help, help! Oh all the world 
To hear her ſpeak again Ah me ! that face 
Is fix'd in death. She's cold, ran OL YM- 


PIA! 
I've liv'd too long. She's gone, my faultleſs child 


For ever gone—and I her murderer—Oh | a 1 
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Proferre que ſentiat cur quiſquam liber dubitet? M alim, mee 


hercule, ſolus inſanire, quam ſobrius aut plebis aut patrum de- 


lirationibus ignaviter afſentari———Autor anonym. Frag. 
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YOUNG CRITIC. 


ANGE from Tower-hill all London to the 

Fleet, | | 
Thence round the Temple, t'utmoſt Groſvenor- 
ſtreet: . S 
Take in your route both Gray's and Lincoln's 

Inn; 

Miſs not, be ſure, my Lords and Gentlemen; 

You'll hardly raiſe, as I with * Petty gueſs, 9 


Above twelve thouſand men of taſte; unleſs 
In deſperate times a Connoiſſeur may pals, 


* Sir William Petty, author of the Political Arithmetic, 


184 2- AIST? Bo 
« A Connoiſſeur ! What's that ?” *Tis hard to 
ay: 5 Ty | 
But you muſt oft amidſt the fair and gay 
Have ſeen a wou'd-be rake, a fluttering fool, 10 
Who ſwears he loves the ſex with all his ſoul, 
Alas, vain youth ! doſt thou admire ſweet Jones? 
Thou be gallant without or blood or bones! 
You'd ſplit to hear th' inſipid coxcomb cry 
Ah charming Nanny! tis too much | I die — 15 
Die and be d—n'd, ſays one; but let me tell ye 
I'll pay the loſs if ever rapture kill ye. 


"Tis eaſy learnt the art to talk by rote: 

At Nando's twill but coſt you half a groat; 
The Bedford ſchool at three-pence is not dear, Sir; 
At White's— “he ftars inſtruct you for a telter, 21 
But he, whom nature never meant to ſhare 
One ſpark of taſte, will never catch it there. 
Nor no where elſe ; howe'er the booby beau 
Grows great with Pope, and Horace, and Boileau - 


Good native Taſte, tho' rude, is ſeldom wrong, 
Be it in muſic, painting, or in ſong, 
But this, as well as other faculties, | 
Improves with age and ripens by degrees. 
I know, my dear; tis needleſs to deny 't, 30 
You like Voiture, you think him wondrous bright: 
But ſeven years hence, your reliſh more matur'd, 


d to 


But he, enfranchis'd from his tutor's care, 36 
Who places Butler near Cervantes' chair; 
Or with Eraſmus can admit to vie 


| Thoſe ſacred lights ſhall bid new genius riſe 45 
When all Rome's ſaints have rotted from the ſkies, 


Lou aim; each country's claffic's, and your own, 
But 1 with the ancients paſs your prime, 50 


St. Gregory; whoſe pious zeal, in the cauſe of barharous 


| genius. 


TT oT Et: 185 


What now delights will hardly be endur'd. 

The boy may live to taſte Racine's fine charms, 

Whom Lee's bald orb or Rowe's ON rapture 
warms: 


Brown of Squab-hall of merry memory ; 
Will die a Goth: and nod at“ Woden's feaſt, 40 
Th' eternal winter long, on + Gregory's breaſt. 


Long may he ſwill, this patriarch of the dull, 
The drowſy Mum—But touch not Maro's ſkull! 
His holy barbarous dotage ſought to doom, 
Good heaven ! th' immortal elaſſies to the tomb! 
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Be theſe your guides, if at the ivy crown 
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And drink Caſtalia at the fountain's brim. 
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Alluding to the Gothic heaven, Woden's hall; where 
the happy are for ever employed in drinking beer, mum, 
and other comfortable liquours out of the ſkulls of thoſe 
whom they had ſlain in ba“ tle. 

+ Pope Gregory the VIth, diſtinguiſhed by the name of 


ignorance and prieſtly tyranny, exerted iefelf in demoliſh- 
ing, to the utmoſt of his power, all the remains of heathen 


The man to genuine His bred up, 
ous r the daſh of Methuen 1 in his cup. 


Thoſe . maſters of the Muſes {kill 
Are the true patterns of good writing ſtill, 55 
Their ore was rich and ſeven times purg'd of lead; 
Their art ſeem'd nature, twas ſo finely hid. 
Tho? born with all the powers of writing well, 
What pains it coſt they did not bluſh to tell. 
Their eaſe (my Lords J ne er lowng'd for want of 

fire, | 
Nor did their rage thro” afeQuiion tire, 61 
Free from all tawdry and impoſing glare | 
They truſted to their native grace of air. 
Rapt'rous and wild the trembling ſoul they 
Or fly coy beauties ſteal it by degrees; ¶ ſeize, 65 
The more you view them ll the more they 

pleaſe. 5 


Vet there are thonſands of ſcholaſtic merit 
Who worm their ſenſe out but ne'er taſte their 
ſpirit, 

Witneſs each pedant under Bentley OP 

Each commentator that e'er e eee LEO - - 
| (You ſcarce can ſeize a ſpot of claflic ground, 
With leagues of Dutch moraſs ſo floated round, } 
Witneſs—but, Sir, I hold a cautious pen, 

Leſt I jhould wrong ſome honourable men. 


T7 a. SS TT 187 


They grow enthuſiaſts too—'Tis true! *tis pity ! 
But tis not every lunatic that's witty,  * 71 
Some have run Maro—and ſome Milton—mad, 
| Aſhley once turn'd a ſolid barber's head: 

Hear all thac's ſaid or printed if you can, 
Aſhley has turn'd more ſolid heads than one. 8a . 


Let ſuch admire each great or ſpecious name ; 
For right or wrong the joy to them's the ſame. 
« Right!” Yesa thouſand times, —Each fool has 
heard 

That Homer was a wonder of a bard. 
Deſpiſe them civilly with all my heart 85 
But to convince them is a deſperate part. 

Why ſhould you teize one for what ſecret cauſe 
One doats on Horace, or on Hudibras? 
"Tis cruel, Sir, 'tis needleſs, to endeavour 
To teach a ſot of Taſte he knows no flavour, 90 
To diſunite I neither wiſh nor hope 
A ſtubborn blockhead from his fav'rite fop. 
Ves —fop I ſay, were Maro's ſelf before em: 
For Maro's ſelf grows dull as they pore o'er him. 


But hear their raptures o'er ſome ſpecious rhime 

| Dub'd by the muſk'd and greaſy mob ſublime. 96 
For ſpleen's dear ſake hear how a coxcomb prates 
As clam'rous. o'er his joys as fifty cats; 
& Muſic has charms to ſocthe a ſavage breaſt, 
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« Too new rocks, FE goals, and all the reſt: 106 


« Poe heard”—PBleſs theſe long ears“ Heavy ns 


what a ſtrain! 
« Good God! What thinilers burſt i in a this Cam- 


paign 


« Hark Waller warbles! Ab! how freetly killing! 


4 Then that inimitable Splendid Shilling! 


Rowe breathes all Manat here That ode 


at Frioer -  * 105 
« Is Spencer quite! egad his very fire 
« As like” —Yes faith! as gum-flowers to the roſe, 


Or as to Claret flat Minorca's doſe; 
As like as (if 1 am not groſly wrong) 


Erle Robert's Mice to aught e'er Chaucer ſung, 


Read boldly, and unprejudic'd peruſe 111 
Each fav'rite modern, ev'n each ancient muſe. 
With all the comic ſalt and tragic rage 


The great ſtupendous genius of our ſtage, 
Boalt of our iſland, pride of human-kind, 111 


Had faults to which the boxes are not blind. 
His frailties are to every goſſip known: 

Yet Milton's pedantries not ſhock the town. 
Ne'er be the dupe of Names, however high; 


For ſome out-live good parts, ſome miſapply. 120 


Each elegant Spectator you admire; 

But muſt you therefore ſwear by Cato's fire ? 
Maſques for the court, and oft a clumſy jeſt, 
Diſgrac'd the muſe that wrought the Alchemiſt, 
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« But to the ancients,” Faith! I am not clear, 
For all the ſmooth round type of Elzevir, 126 
That every work which laſts in proſe or ſong, 
Two thouſand years, deſerves to laſt ſo long. 
For not to mention ſome eternal blades 

Known only now in th' academic ſhades, 130 
(Thoſe ſacred groves where raptur'd ſpirits ſtray, 


And in word-hunting waſte the live- long day) 
Ancients whom none but curious critics ſcan, 


Do, read * Meſſala's praiſes if you can. | 
Ah! who but feels the ſweet contagious ſmart. 135 


_ While ſoft Tibullus pours his tender heart? 


With him the Loves and Muſes melt in tears; 
But not a word of ſome hexameters, 


Lou grow ſo ſqueamiſh and ſo dey'liſh dry, 
_ «« You'll call Lucretius vapid next,” Not I, 140 


Some find him tedious, others think him lame : 
But if he lags, his ſubje& is to blame. 


Rough weary roads thro” barren wilds he tried, 


Yet ſtill he marches with true Roman pride: 
Sometimes a meteor, gorgeous, rapid, bright, 145 


He ſtreams athwart the philoſophic night, 


Find you in Horace no inſipid Odes ?— 
He dar'd to tell us Homer ſometimes nods; 


And but for ſuch a critic's hardy {kill 


Homer might lumber e l. 150 


1 A poem of Tibullus's in hexameter verſe; as yawning 


and infipid as his Ss are tender and natural. 


V A a 


190 . 
Taſteleſs, implicit, indolent and tame, 
At ſecond-hand we chiefly praiſe or blame. 

Hence 'tis, for elſe one knows not why nor how, 
Some. authors flouriſh for a year or two: 
For many ſome, more wond'rous ſtill to tell; 1 55 
Farquhar yet lingers on the brink of hell. 

Of ſolid merit others pine unknown ; _ ; 


At firſt, tho* * Carlos ſwimmingly went down, 
Poor Belvidera fail'd to melt the town. 
Sunk in dead night the giant Milton lay 160 
'Till Sommer's hand produc'd him to the day. 
But, thanks to heav'n and Addiſon's good grace 
Now ev'ry fop is charm'd with Chevy Chace. 


Specious and ſage, the ſovereign of the flock 
Eed to the downs, or from the wave-worn rock 165 
Reluctant hurl'd, the tame implicit train 56 
Or crop the downs, or headlong ſeek the main, 
As blindly we our ſolemn leaders follow, 

And good, and bad, and execrable ſwallow. 


5 Pray, on the firſt throng'd evening of a play 170 
That wears the facies hippocratica, 


* Don Yd 2 tragedy of Otway's, now long and 
_ juſtly forgotten, went off with great applauſe; while his 
Orphan, a ſomewhat better performance, and what is yet 
more ſtrange, his Venice Preſerved, according to the theatri- 
cal anecdotes of thoſe times, met with a very cold reception. 
+ The ERC of the face in the laſt ſtage of a con- 
| ſumption, as it is | deſcribed hs — 


ow, 


| Would laugh o'er Ben like mad, and uff _ | : 


s ip. A 8 8 Tz EP t 19: 


| Strong lines of death, ſigns dire of reprobation ; 


Have you not ſeen the angel of ſalvation 


Appear ſublime; with wiſe and ſolemn rap 


To teach the doubtful rabble where to clap?— 175 


The rabble knows not where our dramas ſhine; 


But where the cane goes oP G— that's fine! E 


Judge * yourſelf; nor wait with timid phlegm 


Till ſome illuſtrious pedant hum or hem. 179 


The lords who ſtarv'd old Ben were learn'dly fond 


Of Chaucer, whom with bungling toil 9.7 Peg 
Their ſons, whoſe ears del — could not 


ſeize, 


ſneeze, | 4 
And ſwear, and Cons as tickled as you nn — 


Their ſpawn, the pride of this ſublimer age, 185 


Feel to the toes and horns grave Milton's rage. 


Tho' liv'd he now he might appeal with ſcorn 
To Lords, Knights, . and Doctors, yet 


unborn; 
Or juſtly mad to Moloch's burning fane 


Devote the choiceſt children of his brain. 190 


Judge for yourſelf; and as you find report 
Of wit as freely as of beef or port. 


| Zounds ! ſhall a pert or bluff important wight, 
; Whole brain is fancileſs, whoſe blood is white; 


„A2 
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A mumbling ape of taſte; preſcribe us laws 194 
To try the poets, for no better cauſe To 
Than that he boaſts per ann. ten thouſand clear, 


Telps in the Houſe, or barely fits a Peer? 


For ſhame'! for ſhame! the liberal n ſoul 
To — to any ſtale dictator's rule! 200 


J may be wrong, | and often air no doubt, 


But right: or ee with friends with foes: wil 
+; ORC; | | $- 
Thus *tis perhaps my Faulk if I l complain. I 1 
Of trite invention and a flimſy vein, 11 1 
Tame characters, unintereſting, jejune, - 205 
And paſſions drily copied from * Le Bruun. 

For I would rather never judge than wrong 
2 _ of all peng Wege, Fenelon,” | 


* F 1 
& 8 


* Firſt ates to Lewis xTV. who; to t in 15g. 
able French Engliſh, called bimſelf LEWIS THE GREAT. 
Our ſovereign lords the paſſions, Love, Rage, Deſpair, etc. 

were graciouſly pleaſed to fit to him in their turns for their 
portraits: which he was generous enough to communicate 


to the public; to the great improvement, no doubt, of 


hiſtory-painting. It was he who they ſay poiſon'd Le 
Sueur; who, without half his advantages in many other 


_ reſpects, was ſo unreaſonable and provoking as to diſplay 
. a genius with which his own could ſtand no compariſon. 
It was he and his Gothic diſciples, who, with fly ſcratches, 


defaced the moſt maſterly of this Le Sueur's performances, 


as often as their barbarous envy could ſnugly reach them. 
Jet atter all theſe atchievements he died in his bed! A ca- 


taſtrophe which could not have happened to him in a coun- 
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But in the name of goodneſs, muſt I be 210 
The dupe of charms I never yet could ſee? 


And then to flatter where there's no reward— 
Better be any patron-hunting bard, 
Who half our Lords with filthy praiſe beſmears, 
And ſing an Anthem to ALL MINISTERS: + 
Taſte th' Attic ſalt in ev'ry Peer's poor rebus, 215 


And crown each Gothic idol for a Phebus. 


Alas! ſofar from Fw ſo far from brave, 


We dare not ſhew the little Taſte we have. 

With us you'll ſee , AAR de eg | 
The moſt refin'd ſenſations of the ſoul. 220 
Sad Otway's ſcenes, great Shakeſpear's we defy : : 


« Lard, Madam! *tis ſo unpolite to cry !— 
« For ſhame, my dear! d'ye credit all this uff. 


« I vow- well, this is innocent enough!“ 


At Athens long ago, the Ladies (married) 22 5 | 
Dreamt not. they miſbehay'd tho' they mmm. | 


When a wild poet with licentious rage 
Turn'd fifty furies looſe - hog the ſtage, 


They were fo tender and lo only moy'd, 


| Heav'ns! how the Grecian ladies muſt have loy'd! 
For all the fine ſenſations ſtill have dwelt, 231 


Perhaps, where one was exquiſitely felt. 


try like this, where the fine arts are as zealouſly and Judici- 


ouſly 88 as they are well underſtood. 


194 oy 9 A 82 11 ET 
Thus he who heavenly Maro truly feels 

Stands fix d on Raphael, and at Handel thrills. 
The grofler ſenſes too, the taſte, the ſmell, ö 235 


Are likely trueſt where the fine prevail: 
Who doubts that- — vault have cater'd 


well? | 
Friend, I'm a ſhrewd 8 wad will gueſs 
What books you doat on from your fav'rite meſs. 
Brown and SN will furely charm dem- 

e'er 
The frothy EF? arikes of weak ſmall- beer. 
Who ſteeps the calf's fat loin in greaſy ſauce 
Will hardly loathe the praiſe that baſtes an aſs, 

Who riots on Scotcht Collops ſcorns not any = 

Inſipid, fulſome, traſhy miſcellanj ; 245 
And who devours whate'er the cook can diſh up, 
will for a . conſecrate each * ep. 


| But l : am ſick en and ink; and you 
Will find this letter long enough. . 


. See Felton's Claſſics, 
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Advertiſement-from the Publiſher. | 


IHE following Imitation of Shake- 


ſpeare was one of our Author's firſt 


attempts in poetry, made when he 


was very young. 'It help'd to amuſe 
the ſolitude of a winter paſt in a wild 
romantic country; and, what is rather 


particular, was juſt finiſhed when Mr. 


IThomſon's celebrated poem upon the 


ſame ſubject appeared. Mr. Thomſon, 
ſoon hearing of it, had the curioſity to 
procure a copy by the means of a com- 


mon acquaintance. He ſhewed it to his 


poetical friends, Mr. Mallet, Mr. Aaron 


Hill, and Dr. Young, who, it ſeems, 


did great honour to it; and the firſt- 
mentioned Gentleman wrote to one of 
his friends at Edinburgh, defiring the 


author's leave to publiſh it; a requeſt 


too flattering to youthful vanity to be 
reliſted. But Mr. Mallet altered his 
Vol. II. B b 
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mind; and this little piece has hitherto 
remained unpubliſhed. 


2 The other Imitations of Shakeſpeare 
happen to have been ſaved out of the 
ruins of an unfiniſh'd tragedy on the 
ſtory of Tereus and Philomela; attempted 
upon an irregular and extravagant plan, 
at an age much too early for ſuch at- 
chievements. However, they are here 
exhibited for the ſake of ſuch gueſts as 
may like a little repaſt of ſcraps. © 
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. 
SHAKESPEARE. 


OW Summer with her wanton court is * | 
To revel on the ſouth fide of the world, 


And flaunt and frolic out the live-long day. 
While Winter riſing pale from northern ſeas _ 

| Shakes from his hoary locks the drizzling rheum. 5 

A blaſt ſo ſhrewd makes the tall-bodied pines . 


31 


Unfinew'd bend, and heavy-paced bears 7 


Sends ee to their ny, tenements. . 


Now blows the ſurly north, ad chills weng 
out 


The Riffening regions; while, by et charms 
Than Circe e'er or fell Medea brew'd, 11 
Each brook that wont to prattle to its bank 
Lies all beſtill'd and wedg'd betwixt its s banks, 5 


Bb 2 


no  IMIT-ATTIONS, 

Nor moves the wither'd reeds: and the raſh flood 

That from, the mountains held its headſtrong 

courle,” I 15 

Buried in livid ſheets of vaulting ice, 

Seen thro' the ſhameful breaches, idly creeps 

To pay a ſcanty tribute to the ocean. 

What wonder? when the floating wilderneſs 
That ſcorns our miles, and calls Geography 20 
A ſhallow pryer; from whoſe unſteady mirrour 
The high hung pole ſurveys his dancing locks 
When this ſtill- raving deep lies mute and dead, 
Nor heaves its ſwelling boſom to the winds. . 

The ſurges, baited by the fierce north-eaſt 25 

Tofling with fretful ſpleen their angry Daſs 7 

To roar and ruſh together, 

Even in the foam of all their madneſs . 

To monumental ice, ſtand all aſtride | 

The rocks they waſhed ſo late. Such execution, 

So ſtern, ſo ſudden, wrought the griſly aſpet 31 

Of terrible Meduſa, ere young Perſeus 

With his keen ſabre cropt her horrid head, 

And laid her ſerpents rowling on the duſt ; 

When wandering thro' the woods ſhe Gora to 

ſtone | 3s 

Their ſavage tenants: juſt as the 8 Ron 
Sprung furious on his prey, her ſpeedier power 
Outrun his haſte; no time to languiſh in, 

But fix d in that fierce attitude he ſtands 


od 
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Like rage in marble.—Now portly Argoſies 40 


Lie wedg'd 'twixt Neptune 5 ribs, The bridg d 
abyſm . 

Has chang'd our ſhips to horſes; the ſwift bark 

Yield to the heavy waggon and the cart, 

That now from iſle to iſle maintain the trade; 


And where the ſurface-haunting Dolphin led 4 5 
Fer ſportive young, is now an area fit 
PFeor the wild ſchool-boy's paſtime. 


Meantime the evening ſkies, cruſted with ice, 


Shiſting from red to black their weighty ſkirts, 


Hang mournful o'er the hills; and ſtealing night 


Rides the bleak puffing winds, that ſeem to ſpit 


Their foam ſparſe ere 4208 1 which i is no- 
e 2 x 
If not beheld: Anon the burden'd heaven | 


Shakes ſrom its ample ſieve the boulted ſhow; 


That fluttering down beſprinkles the ſad trees 
In mockery of leaves; piles up the hills 56 


10 monſtrous altitude, and choaks to the lips 
The deep impervious vales that yawn as lo] 


As to the centre, Nature's vaſty-breaches. 
While all the pride of men and mortal things 60 


Lies whelm'd i in heaven“ 8 white ruins.— 


The ſhivering chan digs his obſtrudted way 


Thro' the ſnow-barricadoed cottage door 
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And muffled in his home-ſpun plaid encounters | 

With livid cheeks and rheum-diſtilling noſe 6 

The morning's ſharp a and ſcourging breath; to 
count 7 

His ſtarving flock whoſe 3 s all too ) ſhort 

To make the goodly ſum of yeſter- night: 

Part deep ingurgitated, part yet ſtruggling _ 

With their laſt pantings melt themſelves a grave 


In Winter's boſom; which yields not to the touch 


Of the pale languid creſcet of this world, 71 
That now with lean and churliſh huſbandry 
Yields heartleſly the remnants of his prime; 
And like thoſe ſpendthrifts ſtarves his latter days 
For former rankneſs. He with bleary eye 75 
Blazons his own diſgrace; the harneſs'd waſte 

Rebellious to his blunt defeated ſhafts; 

And idly ſtrikes the chalky mountains tops 

That riſe to kiſs the Welkin's ruddy li; 
Where all the raſh young bullies of the air 80 

Mount their quick ſlender penetrating wings, 
Whipping the froſt · burnt villagers to the bones; 

And growing with their motion mad and Garions, 5 
Till ſwoln to tempeſts they out- rage the thunder; 
Winnow the chaffy Ts and mock the haes 85 
Tear up and throw the — bills 
Into the vallies. And as rude hurricanes, | 
_ Diſcharged from the wind-{woln cheeks of heaven, 


to 
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Buoy up the ſwilling ſkirts of Araby s 11 = 0 


Inhoſpitable wilds, 


And roll the duſty deſart thro' the ſkies, 


Choaking the liberal air, and ſmothering _ 


Whole caravans at once; ſuch havock fpreads 


This war of heaven 00 earth, ſuch ſudden ruin 


Viſits their houſeleſs citizens, that ſhrinx 
In the falſe ſhelter of the hills together, | 
And hear the tempeſt howling o'er their heads : 
That by and by o'erwhelms them. The very birds, | 
Thoſe few that troop d not vith the chimeing 


"wine. ; e 
Of amorous Summer, quit "IE ruffian element; 1 
And with domeſtic tameneſs hop and flutter 


Within the roofs of perſecuting mann 


(Grown hoſpitable by like ſenſe of ſufferance; 5 
Whither the hinds, the debt o' the day diſcharg' d, 


From kiln or barn repairing, ſhut the door 106 


On ſurly Winter; croud the clean · ſwept hearth 


And chearful ſhining fire; and doff the time, 
The whilſt the maids their twirling ſpindles ply, 


With muſty legends and ear-pathing tales; 3 110 


| Of giants, and black necromantic bards, 
Of air-built caſtles, feats of madcap knights, 


And every hollow fiction of romance. 


And, as their rambling humour leads them, talk 
Of prodigies, and things of dreadful utterance; 
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104 IMITATIONS. 
That ſet them all agape, rouſe up their 1 116 
And make the ideot drops ſtart from their eyes; 


Of church- yards belching flames at dead of ann, 


Of walking ſtatues, ghoſts unaffable, 

Haunting the dark waſte tower or airleſs hw 
| geon3 _ | 120 
Then of the elves that deftly 910 che green, : 
Drinking the ſummer's moonlight from the flowers; 
And all the toys that phantaſy pranks „ 
T' amuſe her fools withal.— Thus they laſh on 


The ſnail- -pac'd Hyperborean nights, till heaven | 
Hangs with a juſter poize : when the murk 
$55 clouds 3 | 126 


Roll'd up in heavy 9 ene ſeem 

To kiſs the ground, and all the waſte of ſnow _ 

Look blue beneath em; till r d with bl 
ing dropſy, „ W 


Beyond the bounds and frerch of continence, I 30 : 
They burſt at once; down pours the hoarded rain, 


Waſhing the llippery winter from the hills, BY” 
And floating all the vallies. The fading ſcene 
Mlelts like a loſt. enchantment or vain phantaſm 
That can no more abuſe. Nature reſumes 135 
Her old ſubſtantial ſhape; while from the waſte 
Of undiſtinguiſhing calamity, 
Foreſts, and by their ſides wide- ſkirted plains, | 
Houſes and trees ariſe; and waters flow, | 


That from their dark conlinements burſting, ſpurn 
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Their brittle chains; huge ſheets of looſen'd ice 141 
Float on their boſoms to the deep, and jarr 
And clatter as they paſs; th' o'erjutting banks, 
As long unpractic'd to ſo ſteep a view, 


Seem to look dizzy on the moving pomp. 145 


Now ev'ry petty brook that crawl'd along, 
* Railing its peebles, mocks the river's rage, 


Like the proud frog i' the fable. The huge Da- 


nu be, 
While melting iam nt SE into its hides 


Rolls with ſuch headſtrong and unreined courſe, 


As it would choak the Euxine's gulphy maw, 


3 Burſting his CORO cerements. The breathing 


time | * 1 


Of peace expir d, chat bust d the deafning fcenes 


Of clam'rous indignation, ruffian War 
Rebels, and Nature ſtands at odds again; 155 
When the rous'd Furies of the fighting winds 
Torment the main; that ſwells its angry ſides, 
And churns the foam betwixt its flinty jaws; 
While thro' the ſavage dungeon of the night 
The horrid thunder growls, ''Th” ambitious waves 
Aſſault the ſkies, and from the burſting clouds 161 
Drink the glib lightening; as if the ſeas _ 
Wou'd quench the ever- burning fires of heaven. 


Strait from their ſlipp'ry pomp they madly plunge 
And kiſs the loweſt pebbles. Wretched they 166 
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That *midſt ſuch rude vexation of the deep 
Guide a frail veſſel! Better ice-bound ſtill, 
Than mock'd with liberty thus be reſign'd 

To the rough fortune of the froward time; 
When Navigation all a-tiptoe ſtands * 170 
On ſach unſteady footing. Now they mount 


On the tall billow's top, and ſeem to jowl 


Againſt the ſtars; whence (dreadful eminence!) 
They ſee with ſwimming eyes og to hurry 
round 
In endleſs vertigo the dizzy brain)” 15 
A gulph that ſwallows viſion, with wide mouth 
Steep-yawning to receive them; down they duck. 
To the rugged bottom of the main, and view 
The adamantine gates of vaulted hell: 
| Thence toſs d to light again; till borne adrift 180 
Againſt ſome icy mountains bulging ſides 
They reel, and are no more. Nor leſs by land 
Ravage the winds, that in their wayward 3 
Howl thro' the wide unhoſpitable glens; | 
That rock theſtable-planted towers, and ſhake 18 5 
The hoary monuments of ancient time Is 
| Down to their flinty baſes; that engage 
As they would tear the mountains from their 
roots, - 
And bruſh the high heavens with their woody 
beads; 
Making the Rout oaks bow,—But 1 Kher 190 
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That ſprightly Ver trips on old Winter's heel : 
Ceaſe we theſe notes too tragic for the time, 
Nor jar againſt great Nature's ſymphony ; 

When even the bluſtrous elements grow tuneful, 
Or liften to the concert. Hark! how loud 195 


70 
I be cuckoo wakes the ſolitary wood! 

| Soft ſigh the winds as o'er the greens they ray, 
) And murmuring oel . their * 
ry N . „ 
5 
th 
ck ? 
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Darkly expreſſive of ſome paſt Events 
that were ſoon to be revealed to her. 


77 nb 
Whate'er it may forbode it moves me ſtrangely, 


That I was rapt into the raving deep; 


An old and reverend fire conducted me: 
He plung'd into the boſom of the main, eg 
And bade me not to fear but follow him, 


I followed; with impetuous ſpeed we div'd, 


And heard the daſhing thunder o'er our heads. 


Many a ſlippery fathom down we ſunk, 
Beneath all plummets ſound, and reached the 


bottom, 3 10 


When there, I aſk'd my venerable guide 


If he could tell me where my ſiſter was; 
He told me that ſhe lay not far from thence 


Within the boſom of a flinty rock, 


Where Neptune kept her for his paramour 15 
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Hid from the jealous Amphitrite's ſight; a 
And ſaid he could conduct me to the place. 

I beg'd he Nea Yn of en _ we 
e 

Twixt rocks that fe cafe, lower'd on cither 
fade, 


 Whence here ah W the tennchidgy when | 


ſprung ; 20 
O'er dead men's bones we walk'd, o'er heaps of 
gold and gems, 
Tato a hideous kind of wilderneſs, | 
Where ſtood a ſtern and priſon-looking rock, 
Dawb'd with a moſſy verdure all around, 
The mockery of paint. As we drew near 2; 
Out ſprung a hydra from a den below, | 
A ſpeckled fury; fearfully it hiſs'd, 
And roll'd its ſea- green eyes ſo angrily 
As it wou'd kill with looking. My old guide 
_ Againſt its ſharp head hurl'd a rugged ſtone — 30 
The curling monſter raiſed a brazen ſhriek, 
Wallow'd and died in fitful agonies, 
We gain'd the cave. Thro' woven adamant 
J look'd, and ſaw my ſiſter all alone, 
| Employ'd ſhe ſeem'd in writing ſomething _ 
80 ſad ſhe looked: Her cheek was wond'ro 


wan, * : 


Her mournful locks like weary ſedges hung. 


— — 
—_ — _ 
— ꝗ — —— ͤ [ 


iv 
iq 
lt 

| 

i 
1 

: 


— — poo 
— 5 — 


. 
— — 
_ — — 
_ — 2 non 


I call'd—the turning, PREY when ſhe ſaw Gs. 
And threw her head aſide as if aſham'd by 
She wept, but would not ſpeak—T call'd again; 
Still ſhe was mute. — Then madly I addreſt, 
With all the lion · ſinews of deſpar, 
To break the flinty ribs that held me out; 
And with che ſtruggling wak dG·——— 
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55 
8 . 0 7 M; 


Raiſed to acoount for: the late return of 
A . N 


— — — The for wet don in wrath; 
The ſkies foam'd braſs, and ſoon the unchained 
winds 

Burſt from the howling 1 of ha north : 

And rais'd ſuch high delirium on the main, 

Such angry clamour ; while ſuch boiling waves 5 

Flaſh'd on the peeviſh eye of moody night, 

It look'd as if the ſeas would ſcald the heavens, 

Still louder chide the winds, th' enchafed ſurge 
Still anſwered louder; and when the ſickly morn 
Peep'd ruefully through the blotted thick-brow'd 
alt 10 

To view the ruinous 3 of the dark, 

The ſtately towers of Athens ſeem'd to ſtand 

On hollow foam tide-whipt; the ſhips that lay 

Scorning the blaſt within the marble arms 

Of the ſea-chid Portumnus, danc'd like corks 
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Upon th' enraged deep, kicking each other; 15 
And ſome were daſh'd to fragments in this fray 
Againſt the harbour's rocky cheſt. The ſea 

So roar'd, ſo madly raged, ſo proudly ſwell'd, 
As it would thunder full into the ſtreets, 
And fteep the tall Cecropian battlements 20 
In foaming brine. The airy citadel, 

Perch'd like an eagle on a high-brow'd rock, 
Shook the ſalt water from its ſtubborn ſides 
With eager quaking; the Cyclades appear'd 
Like ducking Cormorants—Such a mutiny 25 
Out-clamour'd all tradition, and gain'd belief 
To ranting prodigies of heretofore, 
Seven days it ſtorm'd, etc. 
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Written at Mr. THomson's deſire, to be inſerted 
into the CasTLE oF INDOLENCE. Tt 


I. 


U L L many a fiend did haunt this houſe of | 
©. {cs 5 | 
And made of paſſive wights - an eaſy prey. 
Here Lethargy with deadly fleep oppreſt, 
Stretch'd on his back a mighty lubbard lay, 
Heaving his ſides; and ſnored night and day. 
To ſtir him from his traunce it was not eath, 
And his half-open'd eye he ſhut ſtraightway : 
He led I ween the ſofteſt way to death, 
And taught withouten pain or ſtrife to ou the 
breath, | 


5 5 Da 


3 


Of limbs enormous, but withal unſound, 
Soft- ſwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropſie; : 
Unwieldy man, with belly monſtrous round 
For ever fed with watery ſupply; © 
For ſtill he drank, and yet he ſtill was dry. 
And here a moping Myſtery did fit, 
- Mother of Spleen, in robes of various dye: 
She call'd herſelf the Hypochondriack Fit, 
And frantic ſeem'd to ſome, to others ſeem'd a 
4 . | * 


III. 


A lady was ſhe whiniflcal and . 
Let oft thro? fear her pride would crouchen | 
I Tow, 5 | 
| She felt or fancied in her fluttering mood 
All the diſeaſes that the Spitals know, 
And ſought all phyſic that the ſhops beſtow; 
And {till new leaches and new drugs would 
. *Twas hard to hit her humour high or low, 
For ſometimes ſhe would laugh and ſome- 
times cry, GR 
Sometimes would waxen wroth; and as ſhe knew | 
not why, 
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Tv. 


Faſt by her ſide a liſtleſs virgin pin'd, 
With aching head and ſqueamiſh heart - burn; 
ings; 
Pale, bloated, cold, ſhe ſeem'd to hate mankind, 
But lov'd in ſecret all forbidden things. 
And here the Tertian ſhook his chilling wings; 
And here the Gout, half tyger half a ſnake, 
Rag'd with an hundred teeth, an hundred ſtings: 
Theſe and a thouſand furies more did ſhake 
Thoſe weary realms, and kept eaſe- loving men 
| | awake. . e 
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THE 
OECONOMY 
OF 


1 - E. 
HY tende Lovz! in thy foft raptures ; 
| when | 
Timelieſt the melting pairs indulge, and how | 
Beſt to improve the genial joy, how ſhun _. 
The ſnakes that under roſy pleaſure lurk, 
I fing: if thou fair Cy rAEREA deign 3 
Gracious to ſmile on my attempt. Tho thou 


None of the muſes nine, yet oft on thee 


The muſes wait, oft gambol in thy train 
'Tho' virgins. Come, nor leave thy Boy behind, 


Blind but unerring archer, Hymex raiſe 
Aloft thy facred torch. Your gifts I ſing. 


| Ye youths and virgins, when your generous 
bod gs e 


220 THE OECONOMY 
Has drunk the warmth of fifteen ſummers, now 


The loves invite ; now to new raptures wakes 
Ihe finiſh'd ſenſe : while ſtung with keen deſire 
The madd'ning boy his baſhful fetters burſts ; 

And, urg'd with ſecret flames, the riper maid, 


Conſcious and ſhy, betrays her ſmarting breaſt. | 


Yet nature not in all her ſons maintains : 
An equal progreſs. This with kindly warmth 
Concocts to manly vigour ſtrait, while that 
Pines crude and chill, and ſcarce at laſt attains 


Imperfe& life. Some ſlight their varniſh'd ſteed, 
And (wond'rous inſtin& !) bent on manlier ſport, 
Cope with the maids. . ALciDes thus, they ſay, 


Roſe brawny from his cradle, while the ſnakes 
Hung hiffing round him, horrible and fell, 
Sent by enrag'd SaturN1a to deſtroy _ 

Her rival's hope: the mighty infant graſp'd | 


His ſpeckled foes, and ſmiling daſh'd them down 2 


To hell, their native clime: the ſpumy gore 
Blotted the frighted pavement. - Early thus 
Was future chivalry preſag'd.——Meantime 
Others flow ripen : men there are who ſcarce 
Feel the firſt thrillings of untaught deſire, 
While pallid maids ſcarce ruminate on man, 
Till twenty; well if then, It boots thee much 
To ſtudy the complexion, much the clime, 
And habitudes of life, Meanwhile with me 


C 
d 
( 
( 
e 


OF. LOVE. 


Credit theſe ſigns. The boy may wreſtle, when 
Night-working fancy ſteals him to the arms 
Of nymph oft wiſh'd awake, and, mid the _p 
Of the ſoft tumult, every turgid cell 
Spontaneous diſembogues its lucid tore, 
Bland and of azure tin&. Nor envy thou 
Making fruition, while ſuch happy dreams 
— Viſit thy ſlumbers; livelieſt then the touch 
Thrills to the brain, with all ſenſations elſe 
VUnſhaken, unſeduc'd. The maid demands 
The dues of Venus, when the parting breaſts 
Wanton exuberant and tempt the touch, 
Plump'd with rich moiſture from che finiſh'd 
growth, 

Redundant now ; for late 5 ge tubs 
Drunk all the bel the boiling heart could pour, 
Inſatiate; now full grown they crave no more 
Than what repairs their daily waſte. But ſtill 
There muſt be loſs, nor does the ſuperplus 
Turn all to thrift, For from love's grotto now 
 Oozes the ſanguine ſtream thro? many a rill, | 
Startling the ſimple laſs, that anxious glows - 
Inward, till bold neceflity o'ercomes 
Her fond reluctant bluſhes, to conſult 
Her nurſe, well vers'd in myſtic caſes deep, | 
At chriſt nings oft diſcuſs d: when warm'd with 
13 

The mellow matrons, 2. the midught ure, 
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Lewd Orgies hold; while naked roams around, 
His torch-high flaming from the ſpicy bowl, 
Luſt full of glee, and thro” each lab'ring breaſt 
His ſacred fury pours, The Sybil ſolves 

Sagely the dubious caſe, —The riſing down 
Then too begins to ſkirt the hallow'd bounds 

Of Venus” bleſt domain. In either ſex _ 
This ſign obtains. © For nature provident, 

Now when both fides ſtand equal for the fray, 
This graceful armour ſpreads, and, but for this 
Excoriate oft the tender parts would rue 
The cloſe encounter; now they fight ſecure 
Thus harneſs'd, and ſuſtain the mutual ſhock 
Of war, unhurt, for —_— a well fought day. 


But if! to progeny thy views echind 
Patent; and the name of fire invites, | 
_ Would thou behold a thriving face ſurround 
Thy ſpacious table; ſhun the ſoft embrace 
Emaſculant, till twice ten years and more 
Have ſteel'd thy nerves, and let the holy rite 
Licenſe the bliſs. - Nor would I urge, preciſe, 
A total abſtinence; this might unman FEA 
The genial organs, unemploy'd ſo long, 
And quite extinguiſh the prolific flame, 
Refrigerant, But riot oft unblam'd 
On kiſſes, ſweet repaſt ! ambroſial joy! 
Now preſs with gentle hand the gentle hand, 
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And, ſighing, now the breaſts, that to the touch 


Heave amorous, Nor thou, fair maid, refuſe 


Indulgence, while thy paramour diſcreet. 
Aſpires no further. Thus thou mayſt expect 
Treaſure hereafter, when the bridegroom, warm, 
_ Trembling with keen deſire, profuſely pours 
The rich collection of enamour'd years, 
Exhauſtleſs, blefling all thy nuptial nights. 


But, O my ſon! whether the generous care 

Of propagation, and domeſtic charge, 

Or ſoft encounter more attract, renounce 

The vice of monks recluſe, the early bane 

Of riſing manhood, Baniſh from thy ſhades 

Th' ungenerous, ſelfiſh, ſolitary joy. 

Hold, parricide! thy hand. For thee alone 

Did nature form thee ? for thy narrow ſelf 

Grant thee the means of Por ; dream'ſt thou 
ſo? | | 

That very ſelf miſtakes its wiſer. aim; 

Its finer ſenſe ungratified, unpleas d, 

But when from active ſoul to ſoul rebounds 

The ſwelling mingling tumult of delight. 

Hold yet again e'er idle callus wrap 

In ſullen indolence the aſtoniſh'd nerves; 

When thou may'ſt fret and teize thy ſenſe in vain, 


And curſe too late th' unwiſely-wanton hours. 


Impious, forbear! thus the firſt general hail 
Ee 
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To diſappoint, * increaſe and multiply,” 
To ſhed thy bloſſoms thro! the deſert air, 
And ſow thy periſh'd off-ſpring in the winds, 


Unhallow'd paſtime Tho' the factious chief 


Oft brew hot inſurrection, rather hie 
To bagnio lewd or tavern, nightly where 
Venereal rites are done, from Draco's ken, 
Remote, and light of heaven (as erſt retir'd 
The heaving Gallic ſaints to the kind gloom 
Of clift or cave, or truſted barn, to hold 
Forbidden ſabbaths) rather viſit thou | 
Thoſe haunts of public lewdneſs; oft tho? there 
_ Sore ills diſmay. Purſe, or the golden pride 
That decks thy finger, gorgeous with the ſpoils 
Of Mexico, Peru, and fartheſt Ind ; 
Or watch time · meaſuring, oft ſubtracted ſly | 


_ Sink in the dark profound. And oft, to eruſh 


Thy ſlacken d manhood, in the mid career 
Of puiſſant deeds, untimely ruſhes in 

A forward boiſt rous wight, and from thy arms 
The paſſive ſpouſe of all the town demands. 


Him, hung'ring after gold, nor words can charm, 


Nor more perſuaſive wine: thy gold muſt pay 
'The violation of the public bed; a 

Or braver ſteel muſt prove thy manly arm. 
In dubious fight. Yet well if here could end 
The mis'ry : worſe perhaps enſues; a train 
Of ills of tedious count and horrid name. 
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Such as of old diſtreſs'd the man elſe ſquar'd 
To God's own heart, but that he wide debauch'd 

Jeruſalem's fair daughters to his flames 
| Unquench'd; nor from the holy marriage-bed 
Refrain'd his looſe embraces, when the wife 
Of wrong'd Urias he ſeduc'd; nor ſtopt 
| Till murder crown'd his luſt, Hence him the 
3 wrath 
ö Of righteous Heaven, waking, FRM purſued 
With ſore diſeaſe, and fill'd his loins with pain. 
All day he ror'd, and all the tedious night 
Bede w' d his couch with tears; and ſtill his groans 
Breathe muſical in ſacred ſong, What woes ! 
What pains he tried! But now this plague attacks 
With double rancour, and ſeverely marks 
Modern offenders; undermines at once 
The fame, and noſe, that by unſeemly lapſe 
Aukward deforms the human face divine 
With ghaſtly ruins, Tho' this breach, they ſay, 
Nice Taliacotius's art, with ſubſtitute | 
From porter's borrow'd or the callous breech 
Of ſedentary weaver, oft repair'd, 
Precarious, for no ſooner fate demands 
The parent ſtock, than (pious ſympathy!) 
Revolts th' adopted noſe, —Such ills attend 
Th' obſcene embrace of harlots, Wiſer thou 


Find ſome ſoft nymph whom tender ſympathy 
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Attracts to thee, while all her captives elſe, 


Aw'd by majeſtic beauty, mourn aloof | 
Her charms to thee, by nuptial vows, and choice 
More ſure, devoted, Sacrifice to her 

The precious hours, nor grudge with ſuch a mate 
The ſummer's day to toy or winter's night. 

Now with your happy arms her waiſt ſurround, 
Fond-graſping ; on her ſwelling boſom now 
Recline your cheek, with eager kiſſes preſs 


Her balmy lips, and drinking from her eyes 


Reſiſtleſs love, the tender flame confeſs, 
Ineffable but by the murmuring voice 
Of gennine joy; then hug and kiſs again, 
Stretch'd on the flow'ry turf, while joyful glows 


Thy manly pride, and throbbing with deſire 


Pants earneſt, felt thro' all the obſtacles 

That intervene: but love, whoſe ſervid courſe 
Mountains nor ſeas oppoſe, can ſoon remove 
Barriers ſo ſlight, Then when her lovely limbs, 
Oft lovely deem'd, far lovelier now beheld, © 
'Thro' all your trembling joints increaſe the flame; 
Forthwith diſcover to her dazzled ſight - | 
The ſtately novelty, and to her hand 

Uſher the new acquaintance. She perhaps 
Averſe will coldly chide, and half afraid, 
Bluſhing, half-pleaſed, the tumid wonder view 
With neck retorted and oblique regard; 


Nor quite lier curious eye indulging, nor 


| Refraining quit. Perhaps when you attempt 
The ſweet admiſſion, toyful ſhe refilts _ 
With ſhy reluctance; nathleſs you purſue 
The ſoft attack, and puſh the gentle war, 
Fervent, till quite o'erpower'd, the melting maid 
Faintly oppoſes. On the brink at laſt 
Arriv'd of giddy rapture, plunge not in 
Precipitant, but ſpare a virgin's pain; 
Oh! ſpare a gentle virgin! ſpare yourſelf! 
| Leſt ſanguine war love's tender rites profane 
With fierce dilaceration,. and dire pangs 
Reciprocal, Nor droop becauſe the door 
Of bliſs ſeems ſhut and barricaded ſtrong; 
But triumph rather in this faithful pledge 
Of innocence, and fair virginity _ 
 Inviolate. And hence the ſubtle wench, 
Her maiden honours torn, in evil hour 
Unſeemly torn, and ſhrunk her virgin roſe, 
Studious how beſt the guilty wound to heal, 
Her ſhame beſt palliate with fair outward ſhew, 
Inward leſs ſtrict, with painful hand colle&s 
The ſylvan ſtore, The lover myrtle yields 
Her ſ{typtic berries, and the horrid thorn _ 
Its prune auſtere ; in vain the caper hides 
Its wand' ring roots; the mighty oak himſelf, 
Sole tyrant of the ſhade, that long had ſcap'd 
The tanner's rage, ſpoiled of his callous rhind, 
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Stands bleak and ns Theſe, and a thouſand 
more, 

Of humbler growth and far inferior name, 

| Biſtort, and dock, and that way-faring herb 
Plantain, her various forage, boil'd in wine 
Yield their aſtringent force, a lotion prov'd 
Thrice powerful to contract the ſhameful breach, 
Beware of theſe, for in our dangerous days 
Such counterfeits abound ; whom next to know 
Concerns, And here expect no dye of wound, 
No wound is made; the corrugated parts, 
With ill-diſſembled virtue (tho? ſevere, 

Not wrinkled into frowns when genuine moſt) 
Relapſe apace, and quit their borrow'd tone, 
Yet judge with charity the varied work 
Of nature's hand, Perhaps the purple. ſtream, | 
Emollient bath, leaves flexible and lax | 
The parts it lately waſh d. But hapleſs he, 
In nuptial night, on whom a horrid chaſm 
Yawns dreadful, waſte and "_ like that waged 

which -::-. 
The wand'ring Gears nnd Cythered, 8 n 
Divxing, explor'd hell's adamantine gates: 
An uneſſential void; where neither love _ 
Nor pleaſure dwells, where warm creation dies 

Starv'd in th' abortive gulph; the dire effects 
Of uſe too frequent, or for love or gold. 
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Now hear me, lovers, ye whoſe roving hearts 
No ſacred nuptial chains have yet confin d; 
Attentive hear, and daily, nightly weigh 

The counſels ſage which, thro? my raptur'd breaſt, 
To you th? auſpicious heavenly Musk conveys: 
The Mus, no ſoothing miniſter of vice; 

Tho' now in ſportive vein to youthful ears 

She tunes her ſong, to give inſtruction grace. 

| Attend, ye wiſe: no frantic Bacchanal, 

No ſhameleſs bard of the licentious rout 


= fluſh'd Silenus, ſings.— What NaTurE bids 


Is good, is wiſe, and faultleſs we obey. 
We muſt obey; howe'er hard Stoic dreams 
Of Apathy, much yaunted, ſeldom prov'd: - 
For oft beneath the philoſophic gloom 
Sly Lewpness lurks, and oftener mazy Got, 
That with well-mimick'd love th* unwary heart 
Lures to its fate, and hails while it betrays. . 
There bloated PRIDE too n and baneful 
Harte, | 
And dark Revenor, than which a Jeadlier fiend 
Ne'er poiſonꝰd mortal breaſt, nor urg'd the ſoul 
To ruthleſs purpoſe and inhuman deeds. 
Far hence be theſe, We know great nature's 
| power; | 
Mother of things, whoſe vaſt EE ſway 
From the deep centre all around extends 
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Wide to the flaming barriers of the world. 
We feel her power; we ſtrive not to repreſs, 
(Vainly repreſs'd, or to deformity) | 
Her lawful growth; ours be the taſk alone 
To check her rude excreſcences, to prune 
Her wanton overgrowth, and where ſhe ſtrays 
In uncouth ſhapes to lead her gently back, 
With prudent hand, to form and better uſe. 


For wiſeſt ends this univerſal Power | 
Gave appetites, from whoſe quick impulſe life 
Subſiſts, by which we truly live, all life 

Inſipid elſe, unactive, unenjoy d. 
Hence too this peopled earth, which, that extin, 
That flame for propagation, ſoon would roll 
A lifeleſs maſs, and plainly cumber heaven. 
Then love of pleaſure ſways each heart, and we 
From that no more than from ourſelves can fly. 
Blameleſs when govern'd well. But where it errs 
Extravagant, and wildly leads to ill, 
Public or private, there its curbing power 
Cool reaſon muſt exert. This leſſon weigh, 

Ye tender pairs. Indulge your gentle flames, 
Each fondeſt wiſh, and bath your ſouls in love. 
But let diſcretion guard the hour of bliſs, _ 
Virtuous in pleaſure. So you ſhall enjoy 
Pleaſure unmix'd, and without thora the roſe. 
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This caution ſcorn'd, beware th' event perverſe: : 


5 Expect for pleaſure, pain and ſharp remorſe; 
For love, averſion; and each broken vow 8 
The jeſt of fools, the pity of the wiſe, 


ee ſecret, lovers. Let no dangerous ſpy _ 
Catch your ſoft glances, as oblique they deal 
Mutual contagion, darting all the ſoul _ 

In miſſive love, nor hear your lab'ring ſighs. 

But chiefly when the high-wrought rapture calls, 
Impatient, to ſoft deeds, then then retire 
From every mortal ken. The ſapient king” 


_ (Whoſe loves who could defame ?) in the mild 


gloom, 


_ « Held dalliance with his fair Egyptian ſpouſe. 


Find then ſome ſoft obſcure retreat, untrod 


By mortals elſe, where thick-embow'ring ſhades . | 
Condenſe to darkneſs and embrown the day; 


There, ſafe from all profane acceſs, purſue 


Love's baſhful rites. For oft the curious eye 


Of prying childhood, and th' aſpe& malign, 
Waning, and wan, of virgin ſtale in Years, | 
Shed baneful influence on the rites of love. 


And thou, my ſon, when floods of mellowing wine 


And ſocial joys have looſen'd all thy breaſt, 
When every ſecret guſhes, this at leaſt 


This one reſerve, of love and bounteous charms 


= » 


* 
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| Virtuous, and equal for thy lawful bed, 
| Save her, I charge thee, from foul infamy, | 


| Legitimate th' indiſſoluble flames. 
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Of truſting beauty; ; venturing all for thee, 
For thy delight, her fortune and her fame; 3 


For her thou nothing. Hold! ingrateful, bold 
Thy wanton tongue! Leave to the laſt of fools, 


Of villains ! that ungenerous vanity, 
Cruel and baſe, to vaunt of ſecret joys; _ 


Of joys. on thee, ſo vaunting, ill beftow'd. 


O dare not thus with mortal ſting to wound 
The tender helpleſs ſex! Does thy vile breath 


So blaſt my ſiſter's, or my daughter's fame,— 
By heaven thou dy'ſt! thy treacherous blood alone 


Can waſh my honour clean. Prudent meantime, 


Ye generous maids, revenge your ſex's wrong; 


Let not the mean deſtroyer e er approach 
Your ſacred charms. . Now muſter all your pride, 


Contempt, and fcorn, that ſhot from beauty's eye 


Confounds the mighty impudent, and ſmites 
The front unknown to ſhame. Truſt not his vows, 
His labour'd ſighs, and well-diſſembled tears, 


Nor ſwell the N of known perjury. . 


Meanwhile, . my RN, if angry e, or love 
Grown indiſcreet, or loud Lucina, tell 
Th' important ſecret: is thy mate well form ' d, | 


And lonely ſhame ; let wedlock's holy tie 


If abject birth, diſhonourable,. and mind 
Incultivate or vicious, to that height 
Forbid her hopes to elimb; at leaſt ſecure 
From penury her humble ſtate, by thee 
Elſe humbled more, and to neceſſity, 
Stern foe to virtue, fame, and life, betray'd, - 
A helpleſs prey, O!] let no parent's woe, 
No plaints of truſting innocence, nor tears 
Of pining beauty, blaſt thy guilty joys. 
Shall ſhe, ſo late the ſoftner of thy life, 
Thy chief delight, whoſe melting eſſence oft 
Lay with thy melting eſſence kindly mix d 
(As far as bodies and embodied ſouls 
Can mingle) ſhe, who deem'd thy vows ſincere, 
Thy paſſion more than ſelfiſh, and thy love 
To her devoted, as was her's to thee; 1 
Shall ſhe (O cruel perfidy !) at laſt [fick, 
When with her tainted name the winds grow 
When envious prudery chides, affecting ſcorn 
Of natural joys, and they of public fame” | 
Inſulting hail her ſiſter, while each friend 
Diſguſted flies; ſhall ſhe not find in thee 
Unſhaken amity? when to thy arms, 
Well-known, with wonted confidence ſhe flies, 
To pour her ſorrows forth, and ſoothe her cares, 
Shall ſhe then find thy faithleſs heart from home, 
From her eſtrang'd ? at that diſaſt'rous hour 
Wilt thou ungently ſpurn her from thy love ? 
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To waſte in ſickly grief her once-priz'd charms, 
Forlorn to languiſh out her life, to lead 
Deſpis'd, unwedded, her diſhonour'd days: ? 
Or, if her barren fortune, hard like thee, 
Scowls meagre want (whoſe iron empire pride, 
Reluctant, and her off-ſpring modeſty _ 
Bluſhing at laſt obey) unſkill'd in arts 


Of mercenary Venus, to increaſe 


The rompiſh band that, without pleaſure lewd, 
With deep-felt ſorrow gay, thro* Trivia's vgs 
Nightly ſolicite lovers; oft repulf'y, 

Oft, when invited to the barren toil, 

Thankleſs deſerted by their ſlippery loves; 

Or to the ſalt of years, where tedious luſt 
Uncouth and monſtrous creeps thro freezing loins, 


Patient ſubmitted ; to the boiſt'rous will 
Of midnight ruffians, to abhorr'd diſeaſe, 


Hourly expos'd, and Draco's fiercer rage. 
Spare, mighty Draco! ſpare a hapleſs race, 
By thy own ſex to wretchedneſs'betray'd. 

A woman' bore thee; by each tender name : 
Of woman, ſpare. Haſt thou or daughter fair, 
Or ſiſter ? they, but for a happier birth, 5 
The gift of fate, and, honour's guardian, pride 
Early inſpir d, had ſwell'd the common ſtream. 
While ſhe whom now thy awful name diſmays, 
Portentous heard from far, with fortune's ſmiles 
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And fair example, might have grac'd thy bed, 
A virtuous mate, in every charm complete, 


A pious duty next, neglected oft, 
Demands my ſong. If from thy ſecret bed 
Of luxury unbidden off-ſpring riſe, + 
Let them be kindly welcom'd to the day, * 
Tis nature bids, To nature's high beheſts 
_ Attend, and from the monſter-breeding deep, 
The ravag'd air, and howling wilderneſs, 
Learn parent virtues. Shall the growling bear 
Be more a fire than thou ? An infant once, - 
Helpleſs and weak, but for paternal care, 
Thou hadſt not liv'd to propagate a race 
To miſery, to reſign to ſtep-dame fate | 
Perhaps a worthier off-ſpring than thy fire _ 
Tenderly rear'd, For from the ſtoln embrace, 
VUntir'd with worn acquaintance, keenly urg'd, 
Elate with generous rapture, likelieſt ſprings 
The nobleſt brood, moſt animated, beſt, _ 
What heroes hence have iſſued ! what fam'd chiefs! 
And demy-gods, of old! the ſtealth of love 
Gave Greece her Hercules, and mighty Rome 
Firſt roſe beneath a random ſon of Mars, 
Thy vigour too, the bloſſom of thy ſtrength, 
| Reckleſs and wild profus'd, in dangerous days, 
Or in the ſenate wiſe, and nobly warm 


To public good, may ſave the ruſhing ſtate; 
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Or, bold in arms, may roll her thunders forth 
To ſhatter diſtant {kies, and rous'd to blood 
Uſher the Britiſh lion to the field. 

Thy country claims thy care; nurſe well her hopes, 
And thine; nor thou her church's hungry wolves, 
Hight are with thy own children's gore 
Satiate, if rapine know ſatiety. _ 

For, bred to death, and of ſagacious noſe, 

A prowling herd, lur'd with the recent ſmell 

Of ſecret birth, their carnage ſweet, or led 

By infant wailings, querulous, and ſhrill, 

Beſet thy frighted gates. Theſe timely thou 
Prevent, or mourn too late thy raviſh'd gold 
And captive ſon; to the ſtreet-dunning tribe 
Of mendicants let out, fictitious badge 2 

Of low diſtreſs: there to what life of pain ; 
Led up who knows? to what difgraceful fate, 
What gibbet, bred? or from his parent's arms, 


With nurſe unpitying, unbenign, extl'd 


Io ſqualid lodge, to find in famine's cave 


A ling'ring death; or by a deadlier hag, 

Than her that tle the lab'ring night, opprefi'd, 
 Untimely fink beneath a heavier fate. 
While they, the ſons of licens'd rapine, fcreen'd 
Under the altar of the God of life 

With murder ſtain'd, on what ſhould raiſe thy ſon 
Nightly regale, carnivorous; for them 

The heifer — or for her laughter d young 
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| Roams wild the woodland bounds ; and what 
ſhould now ; | 
To thy young hopes run ſoft in kl clls 
Lacteous, to them in deep Oporto flows, 

Or hot Madeira, Thus the ſanguine feaſt 
They crown, nor dread the cry of infant blood, 


Theſe precepts wiſely keep, by theſe direct 
Thy ſteps thro? pleaſure's labyrinth. Unhurt 
And unoffending, thus thy tutor'd feet 
May trade the wilds of elſe-delufive joy. 

So ſhall no ſorrows wound, no ruder cares 
Diſturb thy pleaſures, no remorſeful tears 
Attend thy gay delight; no ſighs make way, 
But ſuch as heaves the pleaſure-burden'd breaſt, 
As utter love, with ſpeechleſs eloquence 

Well underſtood, and breathe from ſoul to ſoul 
The ſoft infection, fondly ſtill receiv'd. | 


— Almighty Love! O unexhauſted ſource 
Of univerſal joy! firſt principle 
Of Na runs all creating ! harmony 

By which her mighty movements all are rul'd ! 
Soft tyrant of each element! whoſe ſway 
Reſiſtleſs thro' the wilds of air is felt, 


I uro earth, and the deep empire of the main ! 


a by willing ſlaves, we own thy gentle power, 
Vor. II. 8 3 
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In us ſupreme, with kind endearments rais'd 
Above the merely-ſenſual touch of brutes. 
By thy ſoft charm the ſavage breaſt is tam'd, 
The genius rais'd. Thy heavenly warmth inſpires 
Whate'er is noble, generous, or humane, 
Or elegant; whate'er adorns the mind, 
Graces or ſweetens life: and without thee 
Ty or gay or amiable appears. 


vet not to love (mus poliſhing the ſoul, 
Thus charming, tho? of every finer breaſt 
The ſovereign joy) yet not to love alone 
Yield languid all your hours. The ſelf-ſame cates 
Still offer'd ſoon the appetite offend ; | 
The moſt delicious ſooneſt, Other joys, 
© Other purſuits, their equal ſhare demand 
Of cultivation, Theſe with kindly change 
Will chear your ſweetly-varied days; from theſe 
With quicker ſenſe you ſhall and firmer nerves 
Return to love, when love again invites, 
Be thoſe the leaſt neglected which inform 
With virtue, ſenſe, and elegance, the mind: 
Thoſe what before was amiable improve, 
And lend to love new grace and dignity. 
Life too has ſerious cares, which madly ſeorn'd, 
The means of pleaſure melt. And age will come, 
When love, alas! the flower of human joys, 
Muſt ſhrink in horrid froſt, O hapleſs he! 
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Thrice hapleſs then l whoſe only joy was that; 
Whoſe young deſires tumultuous ſtill engage 
To wield a load of unobedient limbs, 
With vain attempt. Him the inclement power 
Of eraving * impotence,” to fonder toys _ 
Than other dotage knows, or eaſy-dup'd 
Credulity can well believe, incites, 
Him all the nymphs deſpiſe, and the young loves 


With leering ſcorn behold; while vigorous heat 


Has fled his ſhaken limbs, ſurviving ſtill 
In his green fancy. Thence what deſperate toil 
By flagellation, and the rage of blows, 
To rouſe the Venus loitering in his veins! | 
Fruitleſs, for Venus unſollicited | 
The kindeſt ſmiles, abhorring painful rites, 
Ceaſe, reverend fathers! from thoſe youthful 
ſports | 

Retire, before unfiniſh'd ſeats betray 
I our ſlacken'd nerves. The hoary years, deſign d 

For wiſdom, for ſedate philoſophy, 

And contemplation, ill agree with love. 
Cbearful retire: nor grudge in peeviſh ſaws, 
Like envious monitors, the ſprightly joys | 
Of luſty youth, You had your genial time 

Of pleaſure; ours is on the rapid wing. 


And you whoſe youthful blood impetuous rolls, 
vi generous ſpirits fraught and kindly balm, 
"F832 
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Huſband your vigour well; if aught or health, 

Or off-ſpring numerous, beautiful, and ftrong, 

Or pleaſure weigh, For from the trite embrace | 

Follow faint relaxation, ſtrength impair'd, 
Diſguſt, and mutual apathy, love's bane. 

Some boaſt, I know, their vigour to renew | 

And keen defire, by food reſtorative, 

Or pharmacy more noxious. Orchis hence, 
Laſcivious bulb, Satyrion better nam'd, 
And that maritime, which the ſea-born queen 
Feeds with her native ſpame, Eryngo mild; 
Boletus, fam'd among the fungous tribe, 

And fell Cantharides, in various forms 
Are us'd, But what enſues? diſeaſes more 
Than ever burden'd Auſter's dropping wings. 
Cold Tremors, Spaſms, and Cephalza's dire, 
Eternal flux of nature's balmy dew, 

Tabes, and gaunt Maraſmus, hideous loſs 

Of godlike reaſon, and th' impriſon'd rage 

Of fierce Lipyria, whoſe collected fires 

The vitals only ſeize. Or if the ſons 
Of jaded luxury thoſe plagues eſcape, | 

They waſte their melting youth, and ae grey 
hairs 1 
Before their time, grey hairs and idle years. 
Leave nature to herſelf, nor covet more 
Than nature gives, that but to real wants 
Each well - conducted appetite provokes, 
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But chiefly thee, fair nymph, behoves to know 
That love and joy, when in their prime, molt fear 
Decay, the fate of all created things. 

Be frugal then : the coyly- -yielded kiſs 
Charms moſt, and gives the moſt ſincere delight. 
Cheapneſs offends; hence on the harlot's lip 
No rapture hangs, however fair ſne ſeem, 
However form'd for love and amorous play. 
Hail MopesTy! fair female honour, hail ! 
Beauty's chief ornament, and beauty's ſelf ! 
For beauty muſt with virtue ever dwell, 
And thou art virtue! and without thy charm 
Beauty is inſolent and wit profane, | 
Thou giv'ſt the ſmile its grace, the heighten'd kiſs 
Its balmy eſſence ſweet ! and but for thee 
'The very raptures of the lawful bed, 
Were outrage and foul riot, rites obſcene ! 
Celeſtial maid ! be it lawful that with lips 
Profane I name thee, and in wanton ſong, 
But in theſe vicious days great Nature's laws 
Are ſpurn'd; eternal Virtue, which nor time, 
Nor place can change, no cuſtom changing all, 
Is mock'd to ſcorn; and lewd abuſe” inſtead, 
Daughter of night, her ſhameleſs revels holds 
O'er half the globe, while the chaſte face of day 
Eclipſes at her rites, For man with man, 
And man with woman (monſt'rous to relate!) 
Leaving the natural road, themſelves debaſe 
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With deeds unſeemly, and diſhonour foul. 
Britons, for ſhame ! be male and female ſtill. 
Baniſh this foreign vice; it grows not here, 
It dies, neglected; and in clime fo chaſte 
Cannot but by forc'd cultivation thrive. 

So cultivated ſwells the more our ſhame, | 
The more our guilt. And ſhall not greater guilt 
Meet. greater puniſhment and heavier doom ? 
Not lighter for delay. Did juſtice ſpare 

The men of Sodom erſt ? Like us they ſinn'd, 
Like us they ſought the paths of monſtrous joy; 
Till, urg'd to wrath at laſt, all- patient Heaven 
Deſcending wrapt them in ſulphureous ſtorm. 
And where proud palaces appear'd, the haunts 
Of luxury, now fleeps a ſullen pool: 
'Vengeful memorial of Almighty ire, 

Againſt the ſons of lewdneſs exercis'd ! 

"OM Spit wan 
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